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'A lot of people say I'm 
a very calm person. They 
understand why after 
they see me on stage' 

- David Thomas Broughton, p22 
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It's the new year. 

Except it isn't. Christmas lights adorn my piano, 
Isaac is avidly watching Letterland:A Christmas 
Story and reports are filtering through of debauched 
behaviour at the Plan B Christmas drinks last night 
(our former publisher changed the settings on the 
Plan B message board so spam notifications went 
direct to my email account: our editor was posting 
drunk and fearless at 4am, unable to find her house 
keys). I've just finished proof-reading kicking_k's 
meticulous, magical evaluation of Dirty Projectors 
- he makes them sound so fascinating I almost 
don't want to listen to their music again for fear 
of breaking the spell - and the prospect of Rough 
Trade's Christmas party tomorrow night in London 
(where Jarvis Cocker is rumoured to be performing) 
beckons. I've already had to cry off Peggy Sue 
And The Pirates in Brighton tonight-their first 
hometown headline -because of the fearsome 
cold, and tiredness. 

"What's in it for me?" I asked singer Katy Klaw. 

"Well. . .you get to sit down in a comfy seat 
all evening..." 

But yeah, to all appearances, it's January. Hot 
in pursuit of our inaugural End Of Year issue- "Plan 
B doesn't make lists. Plan B holds conversations" - 
we have our 'Next Wave 2008' special. It's not 
meant to be particularly significant, beyond the 
fact we pride ourselves on championing interesting, 
rewarding new music, and thought we'd seize the 
opportunity to parade the fact. I have no idea how 
the choices were arrived at: you'd need to check 
with Frances Morgan or kicking_k over that. All 
I know is that, whoa, I have some fast catching 
up to do over the next few weeks before January 
actually arrives. 

See how confusing this all is? 

In the meantime, I'll have to content myself 
with listening to pre-release albums from. . .(deep 
breath). . .Nick Cave And The Bad Seeds, Pete 
And The Pirates, Cat Power, The Wave Pictures, 
Diamanda Galas, LosCampesinos!,Thao, B For 
Bang, The Gutter Twins... that is, when lean bear to 
have my CD-player parted from that incredible new 
Aretha Franklin compilation. 

Finally: last issue, in the Billy Childish cover 
feature, there was a wonderfully sweet photograph 
of the man Childish with a cat perched warily on 
his shoulder. 

The picture was taken by Alison Wonderland: 
and she has our sincere apologies for failing to 
properly credit such finery. 
Everett True 
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This morning, right on deadline, the whole 'Next 
Wave' thing felt a bit like a marketing exercise, but 
then Kick and I riffed about it a bit over a Lemsip, 
and -as the Jonathan Cainer to my Mystic Meg - 
here he is below with a word of warning about the 
nebulous nature of the 'new', as well musing upon 
our stars for the year ahead. 

While he does that, you should probably 
listen to our covermount CD, because it is mighty 
Southern Lord is a label that redefines what 
'extreme' music is, or where it belongs, pushing 
against its long-held boundaries with wit, artistry, 
volume and power. Transformative stuff. 
Frances Morgan 

For all we tell ourselves, new years are not blank 
sheets. New bands don't wink glibly into existence 
in a photo flash. From the synchronisation process 
musicians go through playing together, to the 
first steps onto a stage together, attempting to 
somehow faithfully record what you hopefully do 
so uniquely, etc etc. There's a lot of work to be done 
before the beginning. There's a lot that comes after. 

And so, when hunting through the issue in yr 
hands, I'd suggest you don't see this as simply a 
'new band special' 'cause -just as we didn't want 
to turn our review of the year (Plan £#28) into some 
dispiriting series of simplifying hierarchies-this 
issue chooses to sidestep weasellytipsterism. We're 
not here to prophesy what's going to be big this 
year (or, worse, 'important'). We don't know. No 
one does. We're looking forward to being surprised, 
just like we were last year. 

Perhaps, then, the idea of Next Wave 2008 is 
to talk to some of those acts on the cusp of edging 
from the margins, looking forward to the releases of 
their albums, of bigger tours, new experiences, new 
problems, new solutions. Some are making their 
first steps (These New Puritans, Santogold), others 
are returning (Pyrelli, Nadja) to swelling audiences. 
Elsewhere, look to cover stars Dirty Projectors for an 
example of a band who've ploughed a wild furrow 
for several years and now come to the UK with a 
labyrinthine and many-splendoured back catalogue. 

Fundamentally, though, here at Plan B we 
remain implacably committed to new music (and 
new ideas) with every issue, and we can predict 
that won't change anytime soon. Check this issue's 
features on Rings and One More Grain for starters, 
and expect more month after month - we live in 
dizzying, accelerating, inspiring times - and those 
who say otherwise have just stopped listening. 
kicking_k 
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ATP Nightmare Before Christmas 

Butlins, Minehead 

The unruly teenager of Geoff Barrow's Invada 
family, Bristol's Team Brick has been fine- 
tuning histry-anything noise racket for several 
years now. Tonight is where it all fits together. 
Surrounded by a small mountain of machinery, 
Brick rattles through his set like a Butlins 
conjuror, packing it with ideas, but each as 
good as the last: chanted vocal loops, overlaid, 
like a chorus line of Yamatsuka Eyes invading 
St Paul's Cathedral, bursts of chordless no wave 
guitar, a sustained, pure digital drone note 
that makes my whole body tremble with 
a sort of pleasant nausea. At the end, he stares 
out into the cheering thousand-strong crowd, 
tousling his head and looking vaguely puzzled. 
A minute passes. "Fucking hell!" he says, and 
wanders off into the gloom. 

Metal is suspicious. Suspicious of you, with 
your skinny jeans, and your cardigans, and your 
fucking Jarvis Cocker glasses. You can wear the 
T-shirts, raise the horns -but you will never 
sneak into its citadel. "This is for all the fucking 
haircuts! " roars Toby Bradshaw of Manchester's 
Atavist. Sludge metal's default tempo is a sort 
of opiated torpor, and Atavist recognise this 
- but over the course of 45 minutes, they do 
everything to batter it, rouse it, shake it to 
life. Guitars swing in, black like oil. Bradshaw's 
body bends double, then curves back, like 
a scorpion's tail. Atavist hate you. They 
rule. They're the purest metal fix of the 
weekend. (LP) 

Just when you thought there wasn't enough 
spectacle left in the galaxy, here comes 
Chrome Hoof with a frenzied cabaret of 
momentary eternal rapture: silvei^Jad space 
monks from the Arkestrian Orde^^3ivine 
Cosmic Ridiculousness. Ra's watch 
as these fool-punk renegades go in search 
of space, wielding Holy Instruments of Total 
Astro-Meltdown, patching in the hyper-groove 
co-ordinates to achieve mental escape velocity. 
This is a crowded ship. We've got ambassadors 
from all the known Out Tribes here tonight. 
There's heavy work to be done in the engine 
rooms, precise and extraordinary equations 
of rhythm and electronics to keep this hulk 
floating. Lola Olafisoye takes the helm. She's 
just made the Mothership Connection and 
wants to funkadelicise you with her smile. 



And we're not going anywhere without our 
two captive dancing girls, hurling their energy 
out to the hot dark emptiness. There doesn't 
seem to be a terminal destination. It just keeps 
climbing forever. (DS) 

Earth's set finds them in the countrified 
territory mapped out on Hibernaculum. 
No sludge drones here; instead they put on 
a show resembling Low or Codeine, and all 
the better for it - relaxing, hypnotic, even 
somnolent. Nodding into half sleep is the 
perfect state to hear them, on a Sunday 
afternoon of booze and comfy chairs. 

Sunn O))) have something of a fraught 
show. For starters, their dry ice sets the fire 
alarm off as they're about to come on. Once 



band of people try and peer behind the 
aggressive lights at anti-celebrity By the 
time we (mercifully, beautifully) reach the 
conclusion it's almost pure tone and I'm 
laughing like a drain. And so is Damo Suzuki. 
And so is Mr Silver Apples. (JD) 

Is it bad I was so ambivalent about seeing 
Portishead? I liked the bill they'd put 
together, I'd even dredged up Dummy and 
found it better than I remembered - nicely 
eerie, a little girl lost keening over an icescape 
of crystallised samples. But it'd been so long 
I didn't get this casual return -it's I ike that 
scene in Grosse Point Blank where Cusack's 
buddy can't do anything except sputter, " 1 
years!". There's six of them now, and they start 



A cerulean luminosity that nods to, 
but departs from, their frigid past 



the doom show gets going, nightmarish 
pagan Christmas tree spirit Attila Csihar utters 



ysteriousvocalisationsthroughacrownof 
twigs as the cloaked figures onstage pile on 
the weighty bass pressure. Everything collapses 
though, literally and dramatically, as Greg 
Anderson sends Stephen O'Malley flying 
in atumble of falling monolithic speaker 
stacks, amplifier valves shattering noisily along 
with their set in a surprise rock'n'roll fracas 
finale. (RF) 

If rave music is all about delayed gratification, 
Aphex Twin has taken it to extremes - 
unsurprisingly. From my point of view, he 
started this set early 2003, immediately after 
Sunn O))), and it's just starting to warm up 
nicely. Given the nature of what he does, the 
longest queue of the weekend quickly turns 
into a main room that's easy to get into and 
I'm thankful - cybermen belch, Roland has all 
of his buttons pushed, sharks growl and people 
say, "Oh, I thought he was going to play 
'Windowlicker'...or at least DJ using a belt 
sander". But he's been building up to this. 
At Spartan intervals a smaller and smaller 



with a new tune, which isn't so memorable, 
perhaps more because it's a bit much to take 



in than because it's bad. And so it goes 'til 
about song four, which is again new and 
a ballad, and I suddenly notice Beth Gibbons' 
voice is spectacular; then about midway 
through it swells from skeletal torch song 
to something huge and beautiful, with 
a cerulean luminosity that nods to, but departs 
from, their frigid past. When they slam into 
'Glory Box', the guy next to me passes out, 
and everything's just peachy. (AL) 
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the void 



one more grain 



Words: John Doran 
Photography: Tom Ma 



The graveyard probably doesn't look any different to how it did in 1 969 when 
Peter Fonda and Dennis Hopper took acid here with a young Toni Basil in Easy 
Rider, except there's a huge concrete flyover hanging over it now. My host 
suggests caution when we get out of his truck. A lot of people who refused to 
be rehoused outside of New Orleans post-Katrina live in a cardboard city here 
now and it isn't safe for anyone, let alone white English people. 

We see what we're looking for, though, and once inside The Mother In Law 
Lounge we are met by Ernie K Doe's widow, who has turned the bar into a shrine 
for the Narlins' funk legend. Waxworks of Ern, dressed in his purple stage suits, 
wearing his golden shoes, stare genially down on us from the corners. We drink 
fine sipping whisky and tell her about One More Grain from the UK and how 
they had paid tribute to her dead husband's big hit 'Mother In Law' with their 
lolloping song 'Tropical Mother In Law'. The backline of the track is provided 
by Laurie Waller's drumming on the two, and occasional Plan B scribe Merek 
Cooper's fluid bass adds the NO connection to Andrew Blick's haunting 
electronic manipulation and muted trumpet playing, augmented by Kev 
Campbell's keys. Mrs K Doe looks bemused. Guitar Slim Jr, whose dad played 
with Lee Dorsey and Professor Longhair, goes "Whoo-ee! " when we describe 
the vocals by a Lancastrian man who sounds part angry crofter, part lunatic 
who sleeps on a roundabout and part Northern dandy. 

The giant flyover, as they tend to, eventually, two weeks later, leads to 
where I'm going: The Bull's Head, Manchester Piccadilly. A lump of coal that 
has steadfastly refused to be compacted into diamond and squats among 
the neon and sparkle of the new station's surrounding environs. Inside, 
self-professed "ranter" and "reluctant lyricist" Daniel Patrick Quinn sits in 
the relative elegance of the saloon bar. His face is wind whittled by fell-walking 



'The mistakes you make in 
constructing a sentence can 
reveal more about you than 
you intend' 



and a shiny new Robert Wyatt pin badge adorns the lapel of his suit jacket: 
"Yes, 'Tropical Mother In Law' has the same rhythm as Ernie K Doe's song. 
When I lived in the Milton Arms (the East London pub where OMG formed) 
one of the girls there, Becca, had a CD with it on. I just thought it would be 
brilliant to have that rolling feel to our music. You try these things out and it 
takes you somewhere entirely different. That's why it's worth doing, so you 
can keep on trying out new ideas. If you aren't then there's no point. " 

The band's new album Isle Of Grain (out this month on White Heat) features 
the excellent single 'Lad With A Balloon'. The singer claims that the song's 
potency comes from its "minimalism", adding, "Why turn left or right when 
it's so obvious. Why not keep on going? Keep on playing D. We're interested 
in the texture of the sound as much as the melody." But melodic it is, as it glides 
along on a dawn chorus of trumpets, slouching beats and hilariously solipsistic 
and tipsy lyrics ("Hike writing poems . . . rub-a-dub-dang I ider, three men in 
a handglider They say I must have swallowed a down. ") 

Talking about his heavy Lancastrian delivery (which will sound a lot like 
Mark E Smith or nothing like him, depending on where you grew up or live 
now) Quinn admits that people sometimes misinterpret his lyrics: " I think that's 
wonderful. At the end of 'Won't Get Fooled Again' there's a line, 'If it weren't 
for the stench of the glue this could be a marvellous book'. That gets misheard 
all the time but my favourite has been: 'If it weren't for the stench and the 
gloom this would be a marvellous punch' . And mistakes was an important 
theme of our first album, hence the title Pigeon English. If you are drunk or mix 
up your words or slur them, the mistakes you make in constructing a sentence 
can reveal more about you than you intend. It can be somewhat profound. " 

There are as many different interpretations of the band's name as there are 
grains of sand on a beach but one that I like involves Roland Barthes' theories on 
the 'grain' of the voice - the quality that was at danger of loss from modernity. 
And this bunch of merry ramblers, saloon bar psycho-geographers are at the 
shore, Canute-like, ordering back the waves of the stage school/MySpace tones 
of the likes of Kate Nash and Jack Penate. 

www.myspace.com/onemoregrain 
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Many new artists and outfits, 
one long-tortured metaphor 



CLAWS 

Maybe it wasn't a good idea to watch 50 Cent's 
MTV Cribs special before doing this. Now I can 
only quiver gently with ill-housed envy and all my 
metaphors will be flavoured by the interior design 
fantasias of the super-not-even-funny rich. So, 
CLAWS, then. Well, I guess the Tigerbass-approved 
booty pulses would synchronize pretty well to, for 
example, 3-D bas-reliefs of slo-mo jiggling sex flesh, 
all fluid dynamics and hi-def muscles well worked- 
out. Like, via marathon enduro-fucking, personal 
best orgasms, all that blah. 
www.myspace.com/clawsmusik 

Darkstar 

I also want to point out right now that 50 Cent 
owns a strip club. It is in his house. When the club 
is empty and the ladies are asleep, probably under 



I'm contemplating the 
menagerie situation 




three layers of furs, I imagine the moonlight steals 
through the room like diamond dust. This is a 
laboured analogue for Darkstar's luxuriant dubstep 
productions, all marble-effect slabs of bottom-end 
and vocals that know with which fork to delicately 
gut a swan or some such. 
www.myspace.com/darkstar001 

Macromantics 

Honesty portion: still not at all sure about the 
merits of this Australian rapper, though she's scored 
props from online types, but it helps no one to fill 
yr MySpace 'Sounds like' box with, "Endearing 
schizophrenia. . .a concerto of all the books in the 
world blowing in the wind... the final orgasm on 
your death bed". In other news, a two-level library 
overlooking lake and garden is a definite must. 
www.myspace.com/macromantics 

Mary And The Boy 

As suggested in the 'Best New Bands' thread on the 
Plan B forum, this happy-go-postal Greek outfit's 
self-categorisation reads 'Other/Other/Other' and 
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Garage/house revisionism - straight out 
of Yorkshire. Very likely, you've long since 
lostyrbassline/niche (the genre) virginity 
to 'Heartbroken', but a bittersweet song 
which can soundtrack both YouTube funeral 
montages and various urban dance troupe 
studio sessions plus uniformed schoolgirls 
brushing off their shoulders and blowing 
smoke from gunf ingers (blazer squad?) 
demands further investigation. The North 
has risen again. 
www.myspace.com/t2musicbassline 



it's hard to disagree. Such is their old-fangled 
psychodrama that if they ever remake Blue Velvet 
as a West End musical, songs like 'Fuck Me' and 
'Soon I'll Be Away From U' would fit perfectly, 
sealing in all the sex wars' bitter blood and stale 
sweat.www.myspace.com/maryandtheboy 

Neon Neon 

Gruff Rhys and Boom Bip team up for an album 
about John Delorean, is the high-concept pitch for 



Get Crucial 

A three-piece expansion kit for the genre known to its friends as noise 
pop, Get Crucial played their first gig in different rooms -a situation it 
takes most at least two albums to reach, ho ho no. Debut single 'Planes' 
manages to combine the colder extremities of post-post-rock and emerge 
with a snake gumbo that's somehow not been braised down to less than 
the sum of its parts. 50 Cent had a helicopter pad, but I'd have an aquatic 
cave system accessible via the cellar, www.myspace.com/getcrucialband 



this particular divertissement, although you should 
factor in cameos from Spank Rock and Yo Majesty 
before deciding to invest. Texturally, we're talking 
obese bleeps and beats like fake nail on chrome. 
If you require a visual analogue, try the economic, 
graceful movement of the pinpoint ballet occurring 
nightly in my planetarium (the likes of which Fiddy 
does not have), www.myspace.com/neonx 

Please 

It is certainly heartening to see the vast list of 
courtesy words on the band's MySpace - from 
Kyrgyzstan to Burkina Faso, we really can be a polite 
species when we want to. Songs grind along the 
grime of an imagined sea bottom, all eely bass, up 
and downshifts, and regular climaxes - it's rock in 
the act of knitting a cardie aflame, one of those 
bands whose fans post pictures of bruises sustained 
at shows in their comments box (for actual fact). 
www.myspace.com/pleees 

Rhythm King And Her Friends 

Some things I can't connect with, though - he 
had a casino in there, people! I mean, you could 
potentially go to yr millionaire friend's house and 
lose money? This excess of bling capitalism is 
a decent segue into this particular Berlin nocturnal 
electro/sophisto-pop act's continued commitment 
to songs about politics, especially those embedded 
in the way we walk, talk and get our grown person 
on.www.myspace.com/rhythmkingahf 

Tickley Feather 

As you join me, I'm contemplating the menagerie 
situation. I don't really want one, especially in 
terms of megafauna, but some kind of butterfly 
conservatory, maybe? Nah. Still, that the thought 
of hundreds of coloured wings suggested itself in 
the first place should give you a calligraphic signpost 
to the delicately chromatic sounds the girl called 
Tickley Feather makes with her haunted machines. 
www.myspace.com/tickleyfeather 

Watery Graves 

Over to you, Portland, OR's Marriage Records: 
"Satie-like in its mercurial deliberation. . .old school 
instrumental improvisation but not lawless, and 
sometimes verges on the bar room ragtime" . 
At which point, I'm afraid I'm going to have to 
ask you to leave - it's late and you have no idea 
how long it takes to clean this dream palace of 
the mind. ..goodnight. 
www.marriagerecs.com/thewaterygraves 







ON TOUR IN FEBRUARY 2008 

Thu 7 SHEFFIELD Leadmill 

Fri 8 LEEDS Cockpit 

Sat 9 MANCHESTER Club Academy 

Mon 1 1 PORTSMOUTH Wedgewood Rooms 

Tue 12 LONDON ULU 

Wed 13 BRISTOL Thekla 

Fri 15 GLASGOW ABC 

Sat 16 EDINBURGH Queens Hall 

Sun 17 DUBLIN Whelans 



DARLING 

THE NEW SINGLE OUT 14th JANUARY v 08 
ON 2 x 1", CD & DOWNLOAD 

www.sonsanddaughtersloveyou.com www.dominorecordco.com 
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The album out 21st January 4 08 

ON TOUR IN FEBRUARY 2008 

Sat 01 CAMBRIDGE Graduate (15 + ) 

Sun 02 BEDFORD Esquire (16 + ) 

Mon 03 OXFORD Academy 2 (14 + ) 

Tue 05 EXETER Cavern (16 + ) 

Wed 06 BRISTOL Fleece (18 + ) 

Thu 07 CARDIFF Barfly (16 + ) 

Fri 08 SOUTHAMPTON Joiners (14 + ) 

Sun 10 NOTTINGHAM Rescue Rooms (14 + ) 

Mon 11 BIRMINGHAM Bar Academy (14 + ) 

Tue 12 NEWCASTLE Cluny (18 + ) 

Wed 13 ABERDEEN Tunnels (14 + ) 

Fri 15 GLASGOW King Tuts (18 + ) 

Sat 16HULLAdelphi(i4 + ) 

Sun 17 MANCHESTER Roadhouse (16 + ) 

Mon 18 LEEDS Faversham (18 + ) 

Wed 20 LONDON Dingwalls (14 + ) 

Thu 21 CANTERBURY Studia 41 (18 + ) 

www.myspace.com/lightspeedchampion 

www.lightspeedchampion.com 

www.dominorecordco.com 




Tell Me What If 8 Worth 
The new single out 14th January '08 
on 2x7" coloured vinyl, CD & Download 





kap bambino 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Kap Bambino met at a party ("We recognised each 
other like foxes"). But the kind of noise the Bordeaux 
duo have been making since is far wilder than 
anything emitted by feral pests in heat: imagine all 
the consonant clusters that the English language 
refuses to accommodate fused into the wires of 
an electronic machine undecided as to whether it 
should sprout some intelligence, destroy the world 
or collapse in a heap of obsolescence. 

Caro: " It was the big thunderbolt! I was doing 
rubbish vocals in bad bands and hadn't found my 
musical way and Orion had just broken up his noise 
band, so we needed fun, adventures and new sounds." 

When this did not assuage their hyperactive 
sickness, they decided the only solution was to release 
all of Orion's side projects alongside artists they loved 
on their own label, WWilko. 

"We put all our Kap earnings into the next artist's 
release, and don't look at how many vinyls we sell." 

But are all these records just an excuse to 
play their notorious cabaret punk live gigs? 

"We never imagined one day we might go 
out of France, but our live gigs are the essence of 
Kap, our best ID card, where you get see the wildness 
of our universe. We try to recreate that on our 
records, and we are recording everything at home 
to keep the DIY style. We've never actually been 
in a studio." 

Can one ever look as sexy hunched over 
electronic equipment on stage as someone 
holding a guitar? 

"More sexy. We haven't fantasised about guitar 
heroes like Slash for 1 5 years. We record only real 
guitars and drums and synth in our flat, but we prefer 
our laptop. It's more us and our idea of a 2007 bastard 
nerd's lifestyle - we try to kill the image of 'intelligent 
electronica' and show everybody it's possible to do 
digital death club metal with human warmth." 

Kap Bambino's press release states that 
the album contains love songs, hate songs and 
hatred of hate songs? What do they hate with 
such passion? 

"Life, folk songs, green tea, others, TV, kebabs, us." 

Is it inevitable that sounds become 
absorbed into the capitalist retro-fetishism? 
Would they mind people using Kap Bambino 
20 years from now to sell cars? 

"We hope not! We have been working on this 
before the start of any trend and we have stood back 
from all that stinky electro scene, so we do fear being 
a part of that family of music. We hate the idea of being 
cool, and that's why we only release 500 limited vinyls. 
If that day arrives, please pass the message to all 
sponsors, we reserve the right to sell Cadillac cars. . . " 

Is Sarkozy France's Thatcher? What do they 
think about the union strikes and the renewed 
riots in Paris? 

"We are in the shit." 




" I think there is a fearlessness that happens when 
we are all together that would not happen if there 
was a boy in our band," saysAbby Portner, one 
of Rings (glimmering female three-piece, formerly 
First Nation; linked one minute, separate the next, 
by some trick of the hand). "Through history 
women used to have sewing circles, and get 
together and talk and make things, and they 



'Uneasiness can be 
a good place to be' 



were allowed to be open when maybe they weren't 
anywhere else. It was also sometimes looked at as 
witchy or evil. In some ways we do the same thing. " 

But for all their chants and dense aural fog, 
they're not witches. That's not what they're going 
for. It's not even a Girl Power thing, or a "I'm a 
bitch l/I'm a lover!" thing, or anything pan-flutey 
or goddess-worshipping: Rings just happen to be 
pretty great musicians who are female. 

"We try to let femininity or feminism live and 
transform along with us," says Kate Rosko. "We're 
really proud that the record was entirely recorded 
and mixed by women - ourselves and Kristin Anna 
Valtysdottir[Kr(aBrekkan,of Mum]." 

The record in question, Black Habit, does sound 
feminine, whatever that is. It's a break-up record 
that's sad in the way only a girl can be; one moment 



all delicate sobs of piano, the next wrought through 
with mangled guitars and that queer vicious 
strength of a woman scorned. 

Another mark of excellence in girldom: they're 
grounded in friendship. "There is a flow among 
the instruments and the structures of the songs 
that parallels how close we are to one another," 
as Kate eloquently puts it. True, this: just listen to 
Tone Poem', its three layers of vocals plaiting into 
one another like a woven bracelet. 

Then take standout track 'Is He Handsome', 
where synths and piano trip and stumble under the 
stars, the girls gossiping fervently, laughing, stifled; 
somewhere, a dog barks. Apparently it's born of 
Abby's obsession with Pride And Prejudice, "The 
image of the English countryside, and young love, 
and fear" . It's also arguably the easiest to compare 
to Feels-em Animal Collective, as many a critic will 
do. But it's no big deal; they're relatives (via Abby), 
tour-mates and mutual fans. And of course both 
bands are cross-indexed at the adjective 'tribal' - 
but "We aren't trying to be 'tribal'," Nina Mehta 
says. "We always talk about how this is a pop dance 
album, and some of our friends are like, 'What? 
Why do you think that?'" 

This is pop, in its hooks and wistfulness, and it 
isn't, in the jarring discords, the sudden screeches. 
This music is all overthe Venn diagram, much like its 
triumvirate of mothers. Nina argues, though, that, 
"Uneasiness can be a good place to be." 

It's "both straightforward and hard to listen to, 
and that's OK," according to Abby. "It shouldn't 
be sugar-coated. It's not about sweet things. " 

Stick that to your sugar-and-spice analogy. 

www.myspace.com/firstnationlove 
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Mountain 

In The Future 



Jens Lehman "Night Falls 

Over 
Kortedala" 



"Kortedala represents the most 
cohesive statement yet from an 
immensely talented artist." 
— Pitchfork 
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www.touchandgorecords.com www.killrockstars.com 
www.enon.tv www.xiuxiu.org www.thaomusic.com 
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Words: Everett True, Frances 
Morgan, Louis Pattison and 
Daniel Trilling 

Illustration: Lady Lucy 



In which our heroes go bravely 
into 2008, muttering all the way 



The Bug 

Poison Dart (Ninja Tune) 

Having spent 2006 mingling with the 
dubstep set at his (and Loefah's) club Bash, 
Kevin Martin returns on record with a third 
aperitifftom his forthcoming album. 

Daniel: Sounds quite sedate forThe Bug. 
Frances:The last Bug/Warrior Queen thing 
was really fast- or at least really hard. 
Louis: Although I'd never hadThe Bug 
pegged as dubstep in the past, he's certainly 
picked up a lot from that music. . .the 
sluggishness, the lurking bass. 
Frances: It's more spacious than usual - 
I'm used to Warrior Queen being much 
more strident. 

Louis:There's a remix by Skream. . . 
Daniel: Which is bouncy! As is Skream's 
preference. 

Louis: One thing it does lack from the 
dubstep is the 'step', though. . .sounds like 
Kevin digs the bass more than the swing. 
Frances: He's always come at things from 
more of a sonics than a dancing perspective. 
Everett: Makes me feel all woozy and rubbery 
and disorientated inside. Love to hear this 
VERY LOUD. 

DanieLThen it's percussive enough to dance. 
Everett:The Bug absolutely remind me of 
Don Letts' Ladbroke Grove soundsystems 
circa 77. 

George Pringle 

Carte Postale (Drowned In Sound) 

Debut single by Huw Stephens and Rob 
Da Bank's mostfavouritest laptop karaoke 
enthusiast (and self-proclaimed disease). 
Has notably named her computerTruman, 
which kicking_k thinks is not as good 
a computer name as his (Yorick) but not 
shameful either. 

Louis: Right, so this is slightly breathy 
monologues performed by a rather well- 
to-do girl atop shimmery synth stuff 



she's supposedly put together herself 
inGarageband. 

DanieLThat Street Fighter 1 1 whence felt 
a little forced... 

Frances: Like the others didn't? I dunno 
though. I should hate this. But it seems so far 
away from my experiences. . .that I sort of 
find it fascinating. 

Everett: Press release claims she's "a unique 
artist of her time", but this so reminds me of 
a certain strain of female-led spoken word/ 
atmospherics music that was emanating 
from NYC turn of the Eighties. In particular, 
Ze Records. In particular in particular, 
Cristina. In part (etc) Jane Bond AndThe 
Undercover Men. It's diffident. It's smart. 
It's sarcastic. I like it a whole bunch. 
Louis: It makes me think a lot of Chris And 
Cosey's 'October Love Song' actually. 
Everett: I like her "I'm so bored I can't even 
be bothered to be bored" syntax. Her lyrics 
aren't filmic or cinematic though... 
Frances: It is kind of interesting, the new 
wave of solipsistic female singers. They seem 
so confident- and so self-hating. . . 
Louis:This really is Blogpop, isn't it? 
Frances: It reminds me of being at school. 
DanieLThis sounds like that C4 prog Skins, if 
you could distil it into a sound. 
Louis: She has a song called something like 
'Yes I KnowWho Mogwai Are Too, Darling'. . . 
I'm not sure if that's funny or it makes me 
want to die. 

Black Kids 

Hit The Heartbrakes (free download) 

From their first EP, 'Wizard Of Ahhs' 
- available for free over at www. 
blackkidsmusic.com in exchange for 
yr filling in some personal details and 
submitting, in a manner of speaking. 
Let the info age potlatch commence. 
Everett: Please, no. 
Louis: Much hyped all over the place. 



Frances: Wizard Of Arse? 

Daniel: More big indie. 

Frances: Histrionics. Arcade Fire. 

Louis: Infoblast: not all the band are black 

(although some deffo are). 

Everett: Arcade Fire have more middle 

than this. 

DaniehThere's a lot of yearning going on in 

indie music at the mo. 

Frances:This has arena and lightshow all 

over it. Ideologically, this is hateable. 

Everett: It's mediocre, which is far more of 

a crime. 

Frances: So, what are they all yearning for? 

Any ideas? 

Daniel: Ideas, yes. 

Bangers & Cash 

Spank Rock & Benny Blanco Are. . . 
(Downtown) 

Time for a fresh dose of, "American kids 

ripping off European kids ripping off 

American hip-hop". (This self-portrait 

brought to you by Spank Rock's producer, 

Armani XXXChange.) 

Louis: Are anyone's sensibilities offended by 

the fact that Spank Rock appear to be fairly 

bright lads who appear to make music solely 

about/for strip clubs? 

Daniel: I once saw DJ Assault play in Brighton 

and the crowd basically treated him like a 

performing monkey. 

Everett: Nothing wrong with being direct. 

If you wanna see what the bitch has got, why 

not ask her straight? If only I'd known that 

when I was younger... 

Frances: I used to have arguments with my 

ex-boyfriend about Spank Rock, along the 

lines of "How can you like this shit, it is just 

some guy talking about women's asses? " 

and I'd agree, and then play it anyway when 

he was out... 

Louis: DJ Assault is something special, I think. 

I always liked that song of his that went: 



"Ass. Titties. Ass and titties. Ass ass titties 

titties. Ass and titties. " I think it was called 

'Ass And Titties'. 

DaniehThis is prog compared to that. 

Prog booty. 

Frances: It reduces sexto such a cartoon level 

that you can't really qel offended. Unless you 

think about it. 

Louis: I wonder if there's any strip clubs 

that do their quote unquote thang to King 

Crimson...? 

Lowers 

Laughing Man (Jonson Family) 

Hard-gigging Nottingham rock troupe 
package their latest growl in a lurid lime 
cover featuring a pained-looking baby 
breastfeeding. Extreme. 

Frances: It doesn't quite have that 'recorded 

in a cupboard' sound of their last, but I like it. 

Louis:This has something of the Eighties 

Matchbox B-Line Disaster to it, that slightly 

murderous lumber. 

Daniel: And now it sounds more Blood 

Brothers-y. 

Frances: Do you think that's what they're 

aiming towards? I like the weird bits of 

harmony that sneak in occasionally. 

Louis: I don't think so, far too slow and 

gruesome and probably not wearing 

extremely tight jeans. 

Frances:They sound like they're wearing 

tight jeans. 

Louis: I'm impressed you can tell. 

Everett: Black jeans. 

Frances: I started not liking the vox but now 

I do — they're kind of silly and gurgly but 

they make sense. It could be a little more 

unexpected... 

Daniel: Or it could stay simple and the guitars 

could be louder, more distorted. 

Everett: Do Lowers roll around on the floor 

in concert, and get good and scuzzy? Cos if 

they don't they should quit now. 
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I'm feeling rather puritanical today 



Frances: I doubt it Everett, people don't roll 
around these days. Health and safety. 
DaniekWould mess up their jeans. 
Louis: Or they should have a breakdown in 
the middle where it sounds like everyone is 
murdering one another. 
Daniel: So basically, they should be Blood 
Brothers? 

Asobi Seksu 

Merry Christmas (I Don't Want To Fight 
Tonight) (One Little Indian) 

Saturated, shoe-gazing take on Ramones' 
Christmas single, replete with sleigh bells, 
wall of guitars and icy female vocals: oddly 
fast, but seasonally soporific nonetheless. 

Everett: Prizes for first person who spots 
the original. 

Louis: Ra'mones. Helen Love did this too 
(claims indie points). They didn't do it with 
these My Bloody Valentine guitars, though. 
Frances: I'm not sure about this band. They're 
part of this whole nu-gaze thing. 
EverettThe instrumentation is Christmassy 
and all - but the sappy vocals let it down. 
Daniel: I wouldn't put this on at a party. 
Frances: Neither would I. My Christmas party 
= Birchville Cat Motel house show. 
Louis: It would be better without the vocals 
and the sleigh bells and. . .everything except 
the guitars, actually. 
Everett: I like sleigh bells. 
Frances: So do I. Beach Boys used them all 
year round. 

Hot Chip 

Ready ForThe Floor (EMI) 

"We thought pop music should be more 
imaginative than it is at the moment," 
declaim Hot Chip, following secret 
internet/dancefloor hit 'Shake A Fist'. 

Frances: I've been a bit resistant to Hot Chip 
for no reason at all really. But maybe now is 
the time. 



Everett: You know what I hate about modern 

life? People who say, "Do do do it now". It's 

a bit like those signs you see everywhere 

in cafes: ENJOY. 

Louis:The new Hot Chip album is a little 

less pastiche-y this time, I think they've 

properly assimilated their influences and 

actually don't sound like anything other 

than themselves. 

EverettThat backing is so dull. Louis, what 

do you like about them? 

Louis: Alexis has a great voice, I think, 

a very melancholy white-soul thing. 

The backing is quite computer game-y, 

quite Nintendo. 

Frances: I like things to be a little more twisty 

and off-kilter and a-melodic. I mean, I like 

dance things to be more off-kilter - not 

things in general. 

Everett: I used to play Nintendo a lot (N64 

and SNES). I didn't encounter music like this. 

Louis: I think the appeal of Hot Chip is they 

get the mix of studio nerdiness and human 

emotion exactly right. 

Crystal Castles 

Air War (Trouble) 

Neo-retro-futurism, perhaps. Or 8-bit 
rendered via noughties superprocessor. Or: 

Louis: Robot-eyed Gameboy disco. 
Frances:Wow, OK, I hated on this band 
because I didn't like the vocals. But I like 
the vocals on this a lot. It's all cut up and 
disjointed and echoey. She doesn't sound 
like such a sneering meanie. 
EverettThis is loads more playful than Hot 
Chip immediately. 

Louis:This I'd actually bracket with a lot of 
the Italians Do It Better stuff, Glass Candy 
and Chromatics, etal. 
Louis:This stuff wouldn't be happening 
without electroclash I don't think but there's 
a lot more to it, a sort of sleazy sensuality 
when electroclash felt quite empty. 



Frances: Well, OK, it is cheaper made than 
Electroclash, which I think you're equating 
with sensuality. Cos you're cheap ha ha. 
EverettThe levels are out of sync, and I like 
that too. 

Louis:The girl used to be in a noise band and 
the guy was in a garage rock band. 
Frances: I still don't think they're super- 
danceable. But then, of course, their fans do 
not dance. I'd be interested to see how well 
they work on a real dancefloor. 

The Bobby McGee's 

S'Amuser Com des Fous EP (Cherryade) 

A bouncy six-track EP with songtitles like 
'When Father Died, Ferrets Licked Away 
TheTears' and 'CoalMine Kampf 1 984'. It's 
antifolk, bitches. 

Everett: Bring on theTruecore! 

Everett: Jimmy told me that he's been for 

singing lessons. That's like transmuting gold 

into vine. Very straightforward call and 

response, Qber-twee. What matters here is 

the actual quality of sound. It's important it 

feels makeshift, has those spaces and slight 

nervous quality. I like the fact all their songs 

have the same rhythm. 

Louis:This is somewhat less raucous than 

you'd think, looking at live photos. Which is 

to say, not raucous at all. 

Everett: Jimmy can be quite belligerent. 

Louis: I think Jimmy might have had a drink 

once or twice in his life. Perhaps more, 

I couldn't say. 

Everett: He was gutted not to be 

shortlisted in theWorld Beard 

Championships. 

Frances: He's got a great voice. 

It has such a nice texture he 

doesn't need to sing. 



Say hello (again) to pre-interviewed [Plan 
£#25) genre refuesniks from Bristol. Their 
latest offering comes in a nice paper bag, 
like one might carry a sandwich in. 

Louis: I like this lot. 

Daniel: I thought this was going to be 

a Battles rip-off from the start. . . 

Everett: It's The Cardiacs! (This is making 

me extremely anxious.) 

Daniel: . . .but this is cool. Fake opera 

chorus and horror synths. 

Louis:Whimsical English music, like 

Circulus, except landed somewhere in the 

late 19th Century. 

Frances: Jerky, off-kilter, quintessential^ 

English art-pop. 

Daniel: Puritans on a booze cruise. 

Everett: I'd say this is anti-Truecore. 

Frances: But Everett, it is very lo-fi. Just 

because they can play in a few 

different rhythms... 

Everett: (No. Not anxious. Suicidal.) 

Louis:Technical in an extremely curious 

way, lots of little movements. . . 

Frances: It's totally homemade. 

Everett: What's wrong with finding the 

one rhythm you like and sticking with 

it? And finding it before you enter the 

studio, at that? (I'm feeling rather 

puritanical today.) 

Daniel: Is this a different band now? 

Louis: No, this is the B-side. 

Everett: CAN'TYOUTELL? 

Daniel: OK, this is making me anxious. 



singles of the month 



Safety word 

Pope Joan/Dandelion 
(Static Caravan) 



Everett: George Pringle- Carte Postale 

(Drowned In Sound) 

Frances and Daniel: The Bug featuring 

Warrior Queen - Poison Dart (Ninja Tune) 

Louis: Safetyword - Pope Joan (Static 

Caravan) 
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Good Shoes 

wear their soles 
thin on a long 
run around this 
fair isle 

Words: Joel Cox 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 




MA-Kta^GO 



I awake at roughly midday. It is dark. I am 
surrounding by random items of my clothing. 
I have lost the ability to tell whether I am ill or 
whether I am cold. Or drunk. I am on a tour bus. 

I push back a small curtain and crane my head 
out of the bunk. I see no sign of life and clamber out 
into the main thoroughfare of the bus, roughly wide 
enough for two men's hips to pass through at the 
best of times, and amble my way into my clothes. 

Glasgow 

It appears I'm in Glasgow. We've played here many 
times so Sauchiehall Street is familiar to me. I walk 
towards the venue where I get stopped by an overly 
enthusiastic Newton Faulkner roadie, asking me if 
I have a pass to get in. I just reply with a "no" and 
step inside. There are more questions aimed at me 



I have lost the ability to tell 
whether I am ill or whether I am 
cold. Or drunk. I am on a tour bus 



from a security guard, but I know by experience 
that answers like "I don't know" and "I'm not sure" 
usually lets you slip by with no problem. 

Once inside I find very little that takes my fancy. 
No rider, no people and no friendly faces. So I take 
to the streets, buy some postcards. One says 
"Greetings From Scotland", over a picture of camels 
riding through the desert. Really, it's telling me that 
- given global warming and everything - it's likely 
that soon humanity will be on the brink of collapse 
and maybe we should do something about it. I hand 
over 25p for the information and thank the cheery- 
looking lady in Clinton cards. 

Welcome to the world of touring, probably the 
least productive activity any musician can take part 
in. When I go on tour, I tend to fill my suitcase with 
books and records, French phrasebooks and knitting 
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projects. I even take along my violin so I can practise 
in the down time that touring inevitably will create 
when you're only active for about an hour each 
day. I could probably get as much of this stuff done 
in a day at home, rather than two weeks on tour. 
Recently, at the end of tours, I feel released from 
a creative prison and I just want to spend all my free 
days in my bedroom recording music. That's why 
band's tour diaries are usually. . . "Did soundcheck, 
got pizza, talked, played a gig, got drunk. . .didn't 
get to see Niagara Falls because our keyboardist got 
up late, maybe next time. . . " 

Anyway, it's not all doom and gloom. When 
we play gigs in Glasgow, there are never as many 
people there, but sometimes, one Glaswegian can 
equal three Bristolians, as they say. I reach to shake 
someone's hand at the end of the gig and they pull 
me into the jubilant, 
sweaty mess of a crowd. 
They all seem so happy 
to be there. And when 
you consider this, 
touring doesn't seem 
to be such a terrible 
thing, if you are 
making people 
enjoy themselves. 

Middlesborough 

The other upside of touring can be the perspective 
it gives you on the world. It can be fascinating to 
take a peek at each little part of the country. I take it 
for granted that I am now familiar with a lot more of 
the British Isles than most of my friends. Then again, 
some things you are not better for knowing. . . 

I am recovering from an attack of food 
poisoning, which sees me emptying my guts all 
over Glasgow, so I spend as much I can of the day 
avoiding the world in the tour bus. Thanks to the 
magic of blacked-out windows, you can stare at 
the nightlife of Middlesbrough without anyone 
bothering you. This is when you realise that if you 
are ever going to get drunk, it is best to do it in the 
privacy of your own home, away from anywhere 



you can be seen by a sober person. And not to 
finger your girlfriend in front of your friends. 

Cambridge 

It is freezing in Cambridge for some reason. 

When you go on tour, there is a lot of politics 
at play in order to get bands you admire to play 
with you. Mostly we do alright - XX Teens and 
The Rumble Strips have toured with us and they 
are some of my favourites. Tonight I get my way 
when I see The Mules turn up to play. 

Their music, simply defined, sounds like Talking 
Heads, mixed with a heavy dose of country. I'm 
aware that sounds awful, and I find it funny that 
everyone seems to think they're really uncool. 
They're obviously all really posh, the singer plays 
the drums and they don't proclaim any trendy 
influences, so it's great they make brilliant music. 

What I find most tragic is that I would probably 
never have heard them if they hadn't randomly 
played with us at one of our early London gigs. 
There could well be, and probably are, hundreds of 
amazing bands out there not getting any attention 
because of the nature of the media. I guess one 
benefit of the internet and MySpace is that it gives 
you an easy way to seek the talent that's out there. 

We decide to show The Mules a good time. 
There is a bar in Cambridge that has never failed to 
cater for us when looking for a place to have a good 
time. We roll up there at one in the morning with 
the knowledge that we can drink there until 6am 
and step up to do karaoke. 

Unfortunately, the karaoke man has gotten 
wind that we are musicians and is already giving us 
a hard time. Jay, who sells our T-shirts, and I both 
step up to perform 'I Want To Break Free' by Queen. 
We give the crowd (The Mules and Good Shoes, 
basically) everything and hand the microphones 
back, victorious. If they had 'Death On Two Legs', 
we would've taken the roof off. Looking around, 
I see it's just The Mules' manager and I in the bar. 
Something tells me I shouldn't let our bus driver 
get another beer in - he's supposed to be driving 
to Norwich in a few hours. We head back. 
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playlist: benn loxo 

Words: MattYanchyshyn 
Illustration: Marcus Oakley 



Norwich 

We wake up still in Cambridge. No surprise there. So we arrive a little late in 
Norwich and the day is a bit of a rush. 

Brighton 

The sea air feels good for you. Being back down south lets us catch up with 
friends - and I get the best breakfast known to man. 

Two slices of tasty fresh bread, one spread with avocado, one with 
houmous. Fried, juicy, peppery tomato. One large, succulent, flat mushroom. 
Two poached eggs cooked to perfection, like two little testicles. Drizzled in 
sweet chilli sauce. 

Go check Bill's Cafe out in Brighton, you won't be disappointed. 

I'm really confused when I enter the venue and there is a dodgy metal band 
playing on the stage. It seems they are using it for music school auditions. They 
all seem very happy with themselves, and blissfully unaware that they sound like 
a second-rate Good Charlotte. But don't worry, the teacher gives them a pat on 
the back and probably gives them the chance to pay to sit in their own shit for 
the next three years at music school. Poor them. 

Our label mates, Operator Please, have flown in from Australia to play these 
two gigs with us. I think by the time they are on stage, it is six in the morning by 
their clocks and I feel very sorry for them too. 

London 

So, I suppose today is a big day for us as a band. Our biggest gig yet in our 
hometown. We ditch the tour bus (don't feel like parking that on Charing Cross 
Road) and get into a good old-fashioned white van. The crew at the Astoria 
manage to drop half our drums from a crane, we have to climb five flights of 
stairs to our dressing room and practically get a bag of nuts and a sandwich 
each on the rider. Welcome to London ! But it's still good to be back. 

When you finally get back homewards, it's only right to see girlfriends and 
everyone you haven't seen in ages, so I didn't get a chance to taste of the 
atmosphere at the gig but it was very fun to play. Especially thinking of how 
I've gone to see so many bands play at the Astoria - very strange. 

The funniest thing that happens to me all day is when I recognise someone 
at the soundcheck. My other band played a gig recently with Officially The 
Worst Sound Engineer in charge of it all. He had absolutely no clue what he 
was doing, so I definitely thought it strange at the time when people said he 
worked at the London Astoria. Well, the mystery was solved that night when 
I saw him pulling pints at the bar. 

After the gig, there is a definite sense of something being achieved when 
I crowd surf across a sea of sweaty teenagers towards my mum and dad, who 
are standing among odd shoes and crushed plastic beer glasses. 

The afterparty involves breakdancing to Pulp on a floor greased up with red 
wine. But why am I still buying my own drinks!? It's tough on the way up... 



Ofo & The Black Company 

Allah Wakbarr 

Six years ago, I bought Afrostrut's compilation, 
Nigeria 70, before moving to Dakar, Senegal. 
At the time, I had a handful of Fela Kuti tracks 
like any average world music fan. This record 
opened my eyes to the wonders of classic 
West African music, in particular Nigerian 
soul, rock and Afrobeat. 



X-Plastaz 

Msimu Kwa Msimu 

I shouldn't neglect the continent's eastern 
countries. While Dakar is the best place to 
hearAfrican hip-hop, Tanzania is producing 
some amazing sounds as well. My favourite 
from the Dar Es Salaam scene is X-Plastaz. 
I'll never forget walking into a massive party 



Charlotte Dada 

Don't Let Me Down 

I found Charlotte on my first 

crate-digging expedition in 

Lagos, Nigeria. I was lucky 

enough to stumble upon a 

bootleg featuring Ms Dada's 

rendition of The Beatles' 

'Don't Let Me Down'. Charlotte has 

captivated me since. Over six years of 

looking, I've only ever unearthed a couple of 

tracks featuring her wonderful, soulful voice. 

The Hykkers 

IWantABreakThru 

Miles Cleret at Soundway Records is a hero 
among African music collectors. His Ghana 
Soundz compilations are great and his label 
Soundway produces some of the best 
collections of classic West African sounds. 
Miles' latest effort, Nigeria Special, just came 
out and is already generating a lot of buzz. 

Omzo 

MissaluAduna 

American producer Ben Herson has an 
interesting project called Demoncracy In 
Dakar. The roots of this lie in the current 
Senegalese president's first election victory 
- many believe that he won because of a 
grassroots movement that motivated young 
people to vote through hip-hop. It started 
with Herson 's Nomadic Wax, African 
Underground Vol 1. 



I knew right then and 
there that leaving 
Africa wouldn't mean 
leaving African music 



shortly after moving to Paris and seeing a 
packed dancefloor dancing to this track. I 
knew right then and there that leaving Africa 
wouldn't mean leaving African music. 

Zainaba 

Yowa 

I have a thing for music from small, relatively 
obscure African islands. Grand Comoros is no 
exception. This small island nation is home to 
Zainaba, a female musician whose song 
'Yowa' is simply beautiful. 

Franco 

LikamboYaNgana 

The all-time king of Congolese music, this 
"sorcerer of the Congo guitar" was band- 
leader for the legendaryTP OK Jazz for over 
33 years. He is best-known for pioneering 
contemporary rumba and soukous, but he 
had a soft side, too. 'Likambo Ya Ngana' is 
my favourite African slow-jam, period. 

Benn Loxo Du Taccu is an African music blog 
which combines class and righteousness 
with regular updates, www.bennloxo.com 
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don't fear the mainstream: 
britney 2007 

Words: kicking_k 

Illustration: Kai Wong 

The VMAs 2007 were billed as Britney Spears' own 
comeback special - a chance, like Elvis before her, 
to demonstrate relevance after years away. His were 
in Hollywood, hers the tabloids. The cultural shift is 
symptomatic. And as we all know now, she wasn't 
ready. "If you're looking for trouble, "she lip-synched 
over familiar brass bombast, "Look right in my face". 

The lights blare and the cameras lock. Britney, 
garbed in blondeness, a bikini and boots, sleepwalks 
through her routine, the timing approximate, her 
balance uncertain, It's a rehearsal. She's a tribute act. 
Such was the acidic ooze visited on the performance 
that even conspiracy theorists latched onto the tapes, 
claiming to prove a heel broke, trying to invest a bad 
day with real meaning. 

In fact, these crockumentaries are the only place 
you can actually still see the show. But let's watch the 
official video - it's easier to analyse propaganda than 
natural disaster. Enter Britney-on-blonde, catching 
the eye of a dark-haired doppelganger across the 
room. "I see you, "one or other says without moving 
her I ips, "And I just want to dance with you ". A shock 
of recognition arrests her face. You could paint it. 

Brunette Britney takes to the pole and sighs 
through her repertoire of stripper rips - in Jungian 
terms, it's perhaps what happens when one can no 
longer separateAnimafromShadow.lt makes me 
think of the scene in Lynch's Fire, Walk With Me when 
Laura Palmer sees her more square/still pure best 
friend Donna following her into a very public sexual 
pantomime -the shock and the pain as she throws 
her own body in the way. Which in turn conjures the 
1 3,000,000 YouTube views of her own defender, Chris 
Crocker and his 'Leave Britney Alone'. The campaign to 
have him co-write her next album begins here, not that 
Britney needs saving - even (especially) from herself. 
Back at the video, she smiles inclusively, treats it as, 
y'know, entertainment -the mother remembering 
when she identified as a daughter, the entertainment 
veteran recalling a newbie's hunger, the machine 
she used to be. She's a closed circuit, a harmony. 

I think'Gimme More' might come to be seen as one 
of Britney's defining moments - a kind of in-process 
'I Will Survive' that looks to future nor past but instead 
invites the next round. If you're intent on pathologising 
her, you could see it as masochism, although you might 
want to explain how a similar statement from a male 
artist would more likely be mocked as shallow 
posturing, rather than evidence of mental illness. 

"I'm scared. . . "she manages - and she doesn't 
sound afraid, but resigned, like she's reciting a 
symptom. "/ can't control myself , "she adds, almost 
as an afterthought. It's supposed to sound sexy, maybe. 
It's not - unless fractured psyches and profound 
disconnection are yr turn-ons - in which case, you're 
more than welcome to get fucked in whatever sense. 

It's not a comeback special. It's business as usual. 



music that time forgot: dixieland 

Words: Natalie Boxall 
Illustration: Daniel Haskett 



When it comes to music, sometimes ignorance 
is bliss - without preconceptions your ears can 
do all the work. Hindsight can all too often make 
you doubt them. When I heard Elastica back in 
1 995 I thought I'd discovered something new, 
and wasn't too happy when an older boy played 
me a tape of Wire's Pink Flag with a smug look on 
his face. 



Drink hard, dance lots 
and most importantly, 
laugh 



I'm sure many feel this way about Dixieland 
jazz, the sound of which I have always loved. Just 
like when I heard Three Girl Rhumba', and felt my 
jaw drop with the realisation I'd been duped by Ms 
Frischmann, the same happened when I started to 
find out just how uncool and irrelevant Dixieland is 
considered, and some of the history behind it. 

Other forms of jazz can feel pretty impenetrable 
to the newcomer, so it can be scary getting started. 
People who consider themselves Serious Music 
Fans are often complete arseholes when it comes 
to recommendations. Like post-rock, jazz is 
a predominantly male club, where beard-strokers 
can feel all clever and elitist because they 'get' it. 
Well, listen up people, you may think Dixieland is 
a lower form of jazz, but I've decided that it's the 
best sort. OK? Wiggling along to Louis Armstrong's 



bassy growl makes me feel nostalgic for a time 
I've never been to (but have seen in films, so it's 
allowed), where people drink hard, dance lots 
and most importantly, laugh. 

All this is because Dixieland was the pop of 
its time. Jelly Roll Morton was the Xenomania 
of Dixieland, churning out hit after hitfor bands 
to play as their own. Louis Armstrong's All-Stars 
had a Sugababes-like revolving door policy, and the 
genre was named after The Original Dixieland Jazz 
Band, who sold millions. They were The Beastie 
Boys of their day - white boys accused of ripping 
off black culture and selling it as their own - playing 
fast and sharp, like a brass whirlwind. It's a sound 
that just isn't cerebral or acceptably hip enough for 
those who look upon it with the same disdain that 
math rockers reserve for Girls Aloud. 

Just like modern pop, Dixieland's strength lies 
in its unpretentiousness and a fundamental urge 
to dance. There is, of course, a lot of interesting 
background reading on the subject, but while it's 
great to know about polyphonic improvisation, 
the ongoing debates over correct terminology and 
the racial politics of the deep South in the first half 
of the century, none of this is important once the 
wild, blaring trumpets and squealing clarinets start 
bouncing off your brain. And yet Dixieland is seen 
solely as the terrain of the terminally uncool. 

Post-bebop, Dixieland's popularity waned - its 
credibility destroyed by infinitely cooler artists you 
all know like Miles Davis and John Coltrane, and 
whose influence you can hear today on any number 
of wilfully obscure clever-clever artists signed to 
Warp. Even with nostalgia meaning big business in 
the Noughties, with reformations and revivals filling 
concert halls and charts, it still somehow seemed 
inevitable that no one would even tip a wink at 
Dixieland. Maybe, if a thoroughly modern day Dixie 
artist did turn up, horns a-blaring, they could be 
the ultimate in Outsider Music. They would most 
certainly be uncool, and like 'Basin Street Blues' or 
'Tiger Rag' before them, their chaotic vitality -just 
like a lot of the bands featured in this magazine - 
surely wouldn't fail to make you want to dance. 
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personal geography: lupe fiasco 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 



Hip-hop's last next big thing talks his way around influences and diversions 



Lupe Fiasco could be brilliant. Couldn't we 
all? Debut LP Food& /./qt/onllustrated the 
problem in brutal colours. Angry dork at 
his best dancing on five-note soft rock 
riffs through 'Real' and looped horny 
horn crescendos on 'Just Might Be Okay', 
occasionally tripped up going overboard 
on those soft rockisms. A few tunes 
crashing cold through civilised politeness 
where the disgusted lyric and breathy fires 
of his spit deserve similar accompaniment. 
Cos at his best he's impatient like the rest 
of the world just let him down. Such as in 
the righteous rant against idiocy of recent 
leak from forthcoming album The Cool, 
'Dumb It Down', paranoid like a late prog 
synth epic remixed at the last moment for 
a hit of avant-garde sarcasm. 

Perhaps inevitably, he proved to be 
a man of eclectic tastes. 

What's your favourite record... 

...to dance to? 

" I don't really dance that much, so 
something like Michael Jackson, 'Don't 
Stop 'Til You Get Enough'. Everybody can 
dance to Michael. You can't imagine a thug 
in a club dancing to something like 'The 
Macarena', it's not really accepted. But if 
Michael Jackson comes on - he'll dance." 

...to drive to? 

"The 'Eye For An Eye' record by UNKLE. 
Whenever I get in my car I act like it's 
a Range Rover commercial. And I drive 
fast, and I'll play it back to back until I get 
to where I need to go." 

...to have sex to? 

"Oh, man. I can't say that." 

What about. . .for seduction? 

"Hmm. . .see I live in two worlds. I live 
in the classic romantic Frank Sinatra world 
and the early Nineties r'n'b world, the 
Jodeci world. So I'm going to go with Frank 
Sinatra because he seems a little more 
classy to excite a lady - better yet, go 



Lights'. Because its lyrics are aggressive, 
but it's smooth. It's got the right balance 
of seduction and power. 

. . .that you'd have played at 
your funeral? 

" It wouldn't even be a record, it would 
have to be suras from the Qur'an." 

. . .to play last thing at night? 

"Miles Davis. 'L'AssassinatdeCarala' 
from the Lift To The Scaffold 'soundtrack. 
The nightime to me is jazz. All throughout 
the world. It puts me in a very calm mood, 



'Cause you should live every day like it's 
your last. And then remember it, at night.' 

. . .to listen to first thing in 
the morning? 

"There's a Young Jeezy record, with 
USDA, called 'Get It Up' which is the 
most powerful anthem outside of 'Eye 
Of TheTiger'. That's going to wake you 
up. It's about getting n 
they're saying it is just puwei.Hiiu me uec 
isslamminq." 



. . .to explain to someone who 
doesn't know you what kind of 
person you are? 

"Johnny Cash, 'Man In Black'. I don't 
want to get messianic with it, but the 
reason he wore black was to represent 
the pain of people that were suffering, 
that were starving, that were lost in the 
world, the orphans. He wore it for them, 
saying he's not going to stop until he sees 
change in the world. And he never stopped 
wearing black. Even now, I have all black 
on because of Johnny. It looks good, but on 
a more philosophical level, that's the best 
thing ever." 

. . .to remind you of your 
childhood? 

"Billie Holiday's rendition 
of 'God Bless The Child'. 
I loved doing theatre in 
high school - there would 
be moments where I could 
live in that theatre. We 
did a play, and the theme 
tune was 'God Bless 
The Child'. It was only 
about 10 seconds that 
we used in the play, 
but that was the 
epitome, my most 
quintessential 
moment as Lupe 
Fiasco. It gets 
no better." 

...favourite 
record of all 
time? 

"Urn... 



- some FelaKuti, so much 
world music, 'Little Derek' from 
Sway, 'Brain Damage' by Pink 
Floyd. I can't just focus on 



discovering new old music, 
like Tom Waits -'Oh, he had 20 
albums? Damn!' I don't know, 
I can't answer you." 

www.lupefiasco.com 
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violet violet 

Words: Everett True 



The next time anyone asks me "What kind of music do 
you like?" I shall answer thus: "I like music that knows 
how to be brainy. But not too brainy to have fun. I like 
music that stops me in my tracks as I flail about wildly 
within whichever four walls contain me at any one 
time. That's the kind of music I like." 

I likeTalibam! They're reminiscent of the same 
studied mania in DJ Scotch Egg, in their touring 
compadres CHOPS, and in the ingestion of a variety 
of noxious substances, both legal and otherwise. 
Talibam! are Matt Mottel and Kevin Shea, booming, 
unpredictable and fun. They sound like backwards 
going sideways, urgent drumbeats, wayward synths, 
no-wave brass and drunken dance steps; a hi-NRG 
knees-up. 

What first attracted you to each other? 

Matt: " I dug that Kevin was someone who 
took things seriously [musically] but didn't let little 
personality quirks or things like being late by 20 
minutes to pick him up for a show become issues or 
stressful situations." 

Can you tell me a bit about how Talibam! 
has evolved from the start? 

Matt: "Talibam ! is a wonderful and confusing 
organism that in some ways is the same as it was 
when we started. For me, my playing has got a little 
more bluesy, and I like to play sort of in a more slow- 
mo, distorted style. We now have tighter parts that 
are actual 'tunes' and songs that we play regularly. 
Our sets are now about 60 per cent improv, 40 per 
cent 'structures', but still very open and free." 

Did you come from any particular 
community/scene/musical family tree or 
are you lone sailors in a sea of noise? 

Matt: "When Kevin and I met, it was on a free 
jazz gig at Free 1 03.9 pirate radio. That is a scene 
that in some ways still exists. ButTalibam! is not 
part of any specific NYC music existence. Ultimately 
we have found a better co-existence with friends 
outside NYC in Europe - where I find the bands to 
be better! " 

What kind of people come to your shows? 

Matt: "People that want to be excited. All too often 
at the hipper noise or rock shows I see folks with dead 
looks on their face while the band is playing. When 
Talibam ! plays we are putting 1 00 per cent into that 
moment, and we appreciate the audience to get that 
and give it back to us." 

Who or what inspires you? 

Matt: "EFFORT inspires me. We have been 
drowning in post-Nineties ironic cynicism for too long. 
I like to think that what Talibam! does is sincere and 
part of a larger scope of artists, musicians and human 
beings on the planet who are trying to steer things in 
the right direction, rather than head further off the 
dark cliff we are on!" 

www.trashfactory.net/talibam 




There's a fair amount of this around. 

"Rather predictably, we are influenced by music 
of the femme rock persuasion. Sleater-Kinney is 
our collective fave band, for their originality and live 
shows. We've unconsciously adapted their idea of 
the multi-vocal attack! Other fair folk that feature 
on our Violet mix tapes - the fantastic Help She 
Can't Swim, Bloc Party bois, The Slits, Be Your Own 
Pet and the amazing Blood Red Shoes, who we had 
the pleasure of supporting at Norwich Arts Centre. " 

Shouted vocals; harsh, metallic guitars and 
sassy, bitchy lyrics; girls that yelp and engage in 
verbal fisticuffs; expletives and the odd burst of 
nonsense; punk riffs like Red Aunts once wrote - 
sharp, angular expressions of energy. It's that whole 
MySpace meets Riot Grrrl faction so beloved of the 
Plan B generation: feisty, empowered, DIY, based 



'We thought it would 
be rather European to 
go with the facial hair 
theme' 



on the Huggy Bear blueprint (because we all need 
starting points) but moving onwards, into the 
out-of-town mega-marts and housing estates of 
suburban England, in Violet Violet's case, Norwich. 

"The yelping would be Fliss [beats/lead vox/ 
knitwear] alongside Cheri [riffs/lead vox/witty 
banter], although Miss K [bass/backing vox/boozing] 
does step up to the mic in a few Bitchbox classics 
for some VV style call and response antics. " 

I first caught three-piece Violet Violet on their 
'facial hair and knitwear' tour last July, supporting 
sarcastic Brummie post-punk legends The 
Nightingales at Brighton's finest small venue 
bar none, The Albert. They sparkled in their 
nervousness, cauterised with their grating 
harmonies and off-beat music school drumming, 
grabbed my attention with songs that kept going 



"Attack, attack!" like unkempt young cousins of 
Sleater-Kinney. It wasn't so much the intimate vocal 
interplay, more the off-kilter energy that I was 
drawn to - 1 couldn't work out a single word, but it 
sounded angry and fun and thrilling nonetheless. 

But wait! Here are a couple of band members to 
tell usall about their words... 

'"Love This Band', the newsingle, is about 
a band we had the unfortunate pleasure of playing 
with. Their drunken antics ruined the equipment, 
the gig. . . Tripping over leads on a white wine 
stage'. . .thus, earning each respective part of the 
band a mention in the line, 'Which one, that one, 
this one, the fat one'. Gossip rock, we do. 

" '26p' is one of the oldest songs on [debut 
album] Bitchbox," Violet Violet continue collectively. 
"We wrote it about the large number art school 
farts who would ask us if we had any crack-needles 
{'Got no needles in my palm, for you to stick them in 
your arm. . . '). It was a reoccurring theme - see also 
'Dear Old Nanny' ('At the weekend smoking crack, 
you went behind your nana 's back, what a waste of 
a lifetime/Needle in your eye'). " 

A few months after the gig a handwritten 
letter (double-spaced between paragraphs) and 
Bitchbox arrived at my house. It was a pleasant 
surprise because I'd been mulling over Violet 
Violet's merits, and hadn't spoken on the night 
as I'm quite misanthropic in public. The album's 
great; played straight and more punk, US femme- 
style, than it is ramshackle British indie: drums to 
the fore, that and those pleading, triple harmonies, 
those and the infectious energy that permeates 
every last groove. Intriguingly, the photos on the 
inner sleeve indicate a preference for facial hair 
(moustaches)... Why? 

"Alongside our fondness for cooked meats, 
we thought it would all be rather European to 
go with the facial hair theme. No, we just wanted 
some pictures where we were having fun together 
- not wearing pretty dresses or flaunting our 
womanly parts. That, and we all have absurdly 
ugly upper lips!" 

www.violetviolet.co.uk 
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guided tour: 

steak original soundtrack 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Mr Oizo is taking the club 
to the cinema 



How to quantify laughs into bleeps and bloops? 
How to soundtrack the comedy capers of a band 
of future-bound jocks, whose in-group initiation 
criteria consist of plastic surgery and clean living? 
Such was the bizarre dilemma faced by electro- 
pioneer- and now director -Mr Oizo (or, his serious 
film-making name, Monsieur Quentin Dupieux) 
upon his move from dance floor to feature-length. 

Dupieux - whose beats as Mr Oizo stretch way 
back to '97, now fast-forwarding to France's fresh 
electro bouleversement- was approached by 
comedy duo Eric And Ramzy to write a film for their 
onscreen pairing (think something of an equivalent 
to Ben Stiller and Owen Wilson). The subsequent 
Steak (the title has nothing to do with the 
carnivorous eating habits of his home territories) 
engendered a cult following across the channel 
this summer, thanks perhaps to a fashionable cast 
that includes Kavinsky and Felix, and a soundtrack 
penned in collaboration with technic SebastiAn 
and troubadour Sebastien Tellier (who also stars). 

It's the story of a superficial 201 6 reality, where 
plastic surgery is tresala mode and nose jobs are 
traded as nonchalantly as in-jokes or dance-jives. 
From Gallic humour to high-school drama, Sixties 
film-scores and Western soundtracks, the concept 
en tout is a strange one to swallow. 

Mr Oizo talks us through his transition from 
nightspot particularity to popular comedy - a tricky 
move, at times, for electro is not usually obliged to 
be funny- to the action that accompanies his mix. . . 

Construction 

"This is the theme tune. [An intro of chirpy country- 
style whistling and banjo, paced to marching band 



drums.] I asked Tellier to make something like a 
pastiche of the theme from the Coen Bros' Raising 
Arizona - in electronic form. " 

Skatesteak 

"So you start with the funny bit of country, and then 
the first character comes into frame and the film 
title appears to this. [Beta-blocking beats pop sun- 
catching bubbles of throat-catching sugariness to 
an abrupt squelch of an ending. It means business, 
in the most fun sense. ] I made the track as a reaction 
to other people's scepticism that the film was, in 
places, notfunny enough." 

Chivers As A Female 

"In my mind the bar scene this soundtracks was 
going to have more of a David Lynch feel. I'd been 



'Music can change 
everything, can 
overwhelm the 
images' 



trying strange rock'n'roll things, but they were 
too heavy. Then Tellier came up with this gay, merry 
song - and I loved it! [Imagine a very camp dance 
routine performed by pre-pubescent voiced robots: 
"Move! Move! Move!" they squeak before 
exterminatory synths.] It's a little modern, a little 
dated-chanteuse, really special . . . " 

Blue Wet Shirt 

"This refers back to my Moustache album (2005). 
I see it as music from the future. [Starts and ends 
with an untraceable skipping malfunction, beep- 
programming gone awry] 'Blue Wet Shirt' is 
mentioned by a character in the film as 'the best, 
the coolest' band of the moment, but he plays 
the track to his friend and it lasts for four seconds, 
no longer." 



HashisVers 

"When one of the main characters has just had his 
face done, the doctor removes his bandage, and the 
guy is so happy: now he looks like Michael Jackson. 
He leaves the surgery and puts this song on in his 
car. [Street-cool cruising to faux-tendresse lyrics and 
star-jump staircases of machine-joy. . . and that 
unstoppable banjo twang, again.]" 

Letrablase 

" Hearing this track was the reason I asked SebastiAn 
to work on the soundtrack. He had made it four 
years ago, for a porn movie. The porn producers 
didn't like it but I knew it was for me. I used it - 
conversely - in a scene where one character is 
reading quite a sad letter from his mother. It was 
a surprise to me to hear that this guy was not only 
making dance music. A few years ago, nothing was 
happening here; the clubs were sad and everything 
was dead. It was like - this music won't exist 
anymore. Now these new guys are making things 
happen again, and it's exciting." 

Victimo 

" My favourite from SebastiAn. I had to remove it 
from a scene as it was too intense for the action - 
a turning point in the film, when one of the guys is 
beaten by the Chivers gang because he's smoking, 
[cigarettes are not allowed under the gang's beauty- 
seeking rules]. Putting music to a movie script, you 
have to be careful - it influences so heavily our 
perception of the action, the mood of a scene. It 
made the drama seem huge. Music can change 
everything, can overwhelm the images." 

Bonhomme 

"The last piece of music before the titles. Two 
characters make-up friends for 20 seconds, and 
then begin to hate each other again. Cestla vie. It's 
got a certain cheekiness, sneakiness, about it. Yes, 
it's really stupid .. .to show that the film is about 
well... nothing, really." 

www.myspace.com/steakthefilm 
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David Thomas Broughton's love-lorn loops echo around railway arches 
and mobile phones, awkward bodies and infinite imaginations 



Words: Everett True 
Photography: Owen Richards 



"I've watched people who have everything planned 

- they have their set list worked out, they know 
exactly how the songs are going to start and finish, 
and there's a lot less interaction with the space. 

It's just interaction with the songs. That doesn't 
seem so exciting to me." 

"/ can 't get a job/ I can 't find a living/ I can 't get by on 
the pittance they're giving/Can 't afford a pasty from 
Gregg's Bakery" - 'Weight Of My Love' 

Some folk are so above the herd, it gives you pause. 

I conducted Bill Callahan and Will Oldham's 
first UK interviews. Stared into space, tapped our 
fingers, listened to the resonance of everyday noise 
around us, exchanged idle banter about the 
weather. Butwedidn'ttalk. Mr Callahan came all 
the way to Brighton and spoke just one sentence. 
(The resulting feature got rejected by Melody 
Maker) Mr Oldham was garrulous in bars and 
along the leafy streets of Louisville: offered to 
take me to revival churches: but delighted in 
clamming up when faced with my tape recorder. 
David Thomas Broughton -former resident of 
Leeds and Manchester, you can tell it from his 
Yorkshire brogue - isn't like that. 

"I've always liked music," David says. "I've 
always felt like it was something that interested me 

- sounds and noise and melody. When I was little 
I was always imaging songs, from primary school 
onwards. When I was five I said to my mum, 'I've just 
invented a song in my mind'. I used to sing to myself 
all the time, but I never thought of a way of getting 

it out of my brain. When I was 1 7, my dad bought 
me a guitar and I started to learn chords. I taught 
myself, from the book: when your dad buys you 
a guitar, he buys you the book as well." 

We talk as we sit among the forgotten people 
slumped among McDonald's bags and the plastic 
seats of Victoria station, round the corner from 
where David Thomas Broughton works, in the 
complaints department at Transport For London 
among the part time actors and playwrights. He 
talks just fine -quietly, seriously and with regard 
for my questions. It's disquieting. 

"In the last three or four years I've been trying 
to emulate the folk guitar of John Fahey," says 
David. "Sometimes I'll detune the strings to make 
them sound as though they might be in the same 
tuning - I've managed to do that, maybe, but when 
I try to re-do that, it's impossible. I don't know if I've 
just got an ear for the moment and it doesn't come 
into memory." 



Days before our interview, David headlined 
a Plan B evening at Corsica studios underneath 
London Bridge station with the trains rumbling 
overhead every few minutes - mirroring the 
background noise on his first album's 'Execution', 
which must have pleased him. 

I was on my way back home to Brighton, 
however, having given him my mobile number, 
half-scared, half-enthralled at the idea he might call 
me randomly while performing, while unlacing his 
trainers and tapping his mic stand and interrupting 
a doleful-sad, looped guitar number with a pointed 
cough and glance at the watch, so he could loop 
a single "Hello? Who's there?" and layer it into 
harmonic infinity, probably using it as background 
detritus to colour in one more song of borderline 
desperate devotion to his lover. . . 



layering up sounds was when the same friend 
organised a Nina Nastasia show in a Leeds church." 

. . .maybe it could have been the traumatic 
'Why Are You Not Here?' from the 2007 Birdwar 
album It's In There Somewhere. . .with its vageuly 
sinister cover line drawings of animals given human 
characteristics. It didn't happen, of course: he never 
called - it just seemed that his subtle, dark sense of 
humour might've tempted him... 

"Starting to investigate music at the height 
of Oasis, being interested in all that Britpop that 
was going on, that grabs you into the mindset 
of having to write songs with a guitar. It was just 
getting an understanding of what I can achieve 
with any kind of noise has made me investigate 
what I can take away - the idea of sparseness. 
Silence is an interesting thing." 



'I like things to unfold, not 
necessarily giving you the full 
picture' 



" I used to sing in a band when I was in sixth 
form. It was a terrible band -you know, you're 
1 7 and you're like, 'We're going to start a band. 
What shall we call it, and what logo shall we have?', 
before you even start writing songs. I enjoyed it, 
but when you're 1 7 the band members don't 
necessarily know which music they're interested 
in, or want to investigate. So there are fights: bass 
players pushing guitarists into amp stacks. That put 
me off music in general. I was desperately searching 
for a way of expressing the full idea of what I was 
thinking of, without using other people." 

. . . maybe the song could have been the terribly 
bleak war-time cry 'Unmarked Grave' from his 
debut album The Complete Guide To Insufficiency 
(Birdwar/Plug Research, 2005), maybe 'River Outlet' 
from the new Acuarela EP David Thomas Broughton 
Vs 7 Hertz with its pizzicato strings and depth 
charge bells... 

"The first gig was in 2003. 1 told a friend that 
I had some songs and wouldn't mind supporting his 
band at their next gig. I intended to stand there and 
play the songs I'd written, but I don't know whether 
it felt constricting . . .That was before I'd invested 
in a loop pedal and investigated all different kinds 
of sounds. The first time I played live where I was 



It's not that I wanted to miss him that night, not 
at all -or the following night at the Engine Rooms 
in Brighton where the burden of time played an 
intolerable role in his improvised, mannered set- 
but I've been so awed by David Thomas Broughton 
the past few months that it's almost more than 
I can bear, seeing him play live again. (I had a similar 
problem with The Fall in the very early Eighties: 
I would avoid their shows, loving their music and 
the memory of their music so much.) 

I've been in thrall to David's rambling, live 
recordings and the memory of a performance at End 
Of The Road where he confounded, depressed and 
ultimately cheered with his silent comedic approach 
to stage performance (moving like a rock god in 
slow motion, utilising the most mundane props to 
magical effect) that so neatly offset his lachrymose 
baritone voice and dark musings where every 
scrape of the heel and clearance of the throat was 
amplified, embracing human frailties as beauty 
(as indeed they are). 

"I always said Smog was an influence, but I don't 
know if it was in terms of looping things, just the 
same refrain going over and over again - because 
that's how most of his earlier songs were structured. 
Tom Waits was a big influence, the quality of his 
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'I've always been attracted by words, 
the sound of words and the way 
people put words together' 



songwriting and the way he challenges himself 
trying to produce new sounds. The transition from 
Swordfishtrombones into Bone Machine was really 
fascinating. When I started investigating music, Tom 
Waits was one of my major investigations. . . 

"That idea of not settling on one sound and 
seeing what else you can produce is something, " 
he laughs, "that I've translated into every show. 
Having the quality of songs to balance the quality 
of your musical exploration is a difficult thing. A lot 
of musicians have investigated sounds, but can't 
necessarily write lyrically as well. The use of words 
is really interesting to me." 

I mean, I love Harold Lloyd. I'm very fond of that 
early Smog album that features 'Bathysphere'. And 
I'm certainly not unmoved by the length of Joanna 
Newsom's more involved numbers. . .but to link all 
three and take them to another plane altogether? 
Whoa. Respect due -no, more than respect due. 
Awe. Awe is due. 

"I've always been attracted bywords, the sound 
of words and the way people put words together 
- there are a lot of songs that irritate me because 
of the way the sentence is structured, the way [its 
creator] will repeat certain words, or rhyme words 
with the same word." 

24 1 plan b 



"I wouldn 't take her to an execution/I wouldn 't take 
her to a live sex show/I wouldn 'tpiss or shit on her, 
would I? /Because I love her so"- 'Execution' 

I have a problem with watching comedians on 
stage, because of this expectation that, as a 
member of the audience, you have to laugh: they 
leave spaces for people to laugh. I am developing 
a similar problem with concerts: audiences like to 
be able to applaud at the end of 'songs'. I think it's 
interesting to mess around with that expectation, 
to not allow audiences to adhere to set patterns. 
Likewise, I'm fascinated when artists like yourself 
mess around with people's emotions - the way you 
can be simultaneously heartbreakingly serious and 
deadpan funny. 

David nods in agreement. 

"The most interesting things I've watched, not 
just music or comedy, but films, are things where 
you're not quite sure what side of the line you're 
meant to be sitting on. It's similar to the comedy 
that came with Ricky Gervais, making people feel 
uncomfortable but also highlighting the hilarity of 
the situation, picking up on the little things. I don't 
like fast-paced action films. I like things to unfold, 
not necessarily giving you the full picture. 



"I like things which leave a lot of interpretation 
to the viewer, the listener- the whole idea about 
ambiguity, not being explicit. That's why I like the 
Japanese people as a people, they never speak 
directly. They always say things in a roundabout way. 
It's a little bit like stereotypical Englishness, where 
you're reserved and don't want to make that much 
of a fuss. But I also like noise in terms of music so it 
becomes challenging in a more direct way. I like to 
build expectation up and suddenly take it away. As 
much as there is an element of performance for the 
audience, mostly I'm doing what's interesting for 
me. That's why I could never sit down, play a song, 
pause, play a song..." 

Is it a release being on stage? 

" I suppose so. I don't have that opportunity to 
sing that loud anywhere else. A lot of people say I'm 
a very calm person. They understand why after they 
see me on stage." 

He performs solo: meticulous with a guitar, a loop 
pedal and his imagination. He records live, often 
- and embraces intrusion as part of the texture of 
his sound. 

Some folk are so far ahead of the crowd, it 
makes you stutter. 
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12 TALES FROM WINTER CITY 



uttec 



y&j 




"...fusing the classical [Mozart, Beethoven) with the classic (Wilson, Lemon) the band produce their awn particular 
brand of melancholy country-tinged pop. Taking the classic indie sound of Lloyd Cole, Camera Qbscura and early 
Belle and Sebastian, The Young Republic add their own wistful, string-laden amerkona, adding touches of folk, 
bluegrass, and country along the way. Recorded in classrooms, bedrooms and old churches with assembled friends 
(including at one point a 20 piece choir!) '12 Tales from Winter City' charts the beginning stages of this hugely 
promising band." - Rough Trade 



Available from the 21st January on 

CD/LP/DIGITAL DOWNLOAD 



www.theyoungrepublic.net 
www.endoftheroQdrecords.com 
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Dirty Projectors are the band your subconscious has been waiting for # updating the 
interpretation of dreams with fantasy art and otherworld music that sprawls from 

classical to rock to whatever 



: kicking_k 

y: Steve Double 



1 



V ^ 



\ 



r 



ftp 



> 



"The first time I saw him perform, I was really 
moved. He was solo - dressed all in white and 
singing a cappella - and then he jumped up into 
the rafters and wrapped himself around a beam. 
Someone in the crowd handed him a nylon-string 
guitar and he just kind of serenaded the room from 
the ceiling. . . " (Amber C off man, guitarist, Dirty 
Projectors) 

in which the scene is set, approximately 

You may or may not have already met Dave 
Longstreth, whose band Dirty Projectors has 
recently piqued some pixel inches with their latest, 
unashamedly conceptual project - a song-by-song 
recreation of Black Flag's Damaged (from memory). 
It's a radical reimagining rooted in half-remembered 
fragments, otherworldly where the original aimed 
for bitter realism, breaking open the arrangements 
to let the light in. 

What you may not know (yet) is that Rise 
Above is their seventh record in almost as many 
incarnations, that these have included a 'glitch- 
opera' and effusive use of Esperanto, and that 
Longstreth -the one constant in the career-deep 
mix of jury-rigged classicism, wondrous, cross-bred 
exotica and an urge to thus recapture the shock of 
the new- is as likely to draw inspiration from SWV 
as he is Wagner, Mohammed MoogeasTool. 

The first time I met him was pre-show, a clear, 
November early eve. He was rocking a rakish New 
Age Olde Worlde Errol Flynn moustache, jittering 
energy and an Xmas-pattern hoodie - 1 was asking 
him about his childhood, he amazed I had no idea 
where Connecticut (his home state) was (and 
perhaps amused I neither care much). He admitted 
that he got into what we might queasily term 
alternative music late and at a remove (with no local 
scene). Growing up, he joined his parents in their 
well-tempered passion for classical music and (brace 
yrself) bird-watching. I didn't think people did that 
in America, I said, ignorantly but honestly. 

"They do! They really do. Until I was like 13, 1 
would get up with them on Saturday mornings with 
my binoculars and stuff. That was my finch phase. " 

In an article that is so much about memory, 
it may seem symbolically heavy-handed that my 
dictaphone managed to not record the first half 
hour of our conversation - please direct any criticism 
to Sony, Japan. In the meanwhile, I can at least list 
what we're missing: 

1 . The details of his course at Yale (assorted 
learned and historical syllabi, but most especially 
composers and their innovations). 2. The significant 
silence when I say, So, you were a square kid...? 
3. Dave's obvious and touching respect for his older 
brother (although this didn't stop him swiping his 
copy of Damaged). 4. Our polite disagreement over 
the relative sales of The Eagles and Michael Jackson 
(in retrospect, Wikipedia adjudges me the winner). 

Toward the end of our time together, 
I ostentatiously brought out a string of questions 
previously posed to Black Flag. It was mostly just fun 
for us. (What do you think of the current American 
hardcore scene? "It's bogus." Is bogus good or bad? 
"Bad." That's what Rollins said as well!) 

But there was one telling moment, too. I asked 
Dave, as Greg Ginn before him: Does yr attitude 
come from being bitter, or realistic? He allowed 
his eyes to drift to the ceiling: "It has to do with 
believing in impossible dreams." 

Let's move on. 

The Glad Fact (2003). "Disaffected by the lack of 
existential depth in Yale university freshmen, holes 
up solo with cassette eight-track in dorm room. 
Hooded at all hours. Never emerges but in song ! " 

Or, increasingly, in his holidays: "I lived in 
Portland basically whenever I wasn't at Yale. 
If a musician has a kind of spiritual home, mine 
wouldn't be Brooklyn, it would be Portland. So 



many amazing people from that place have inspired 
me - Adam Forkner, Steve Schroeder, Jona Bechtolt, 
Marianna Ritchey, Andrew Kaffer, Khaela Maricich: 
Google these people, " he writes to me. 

Carrying over his increasing integration to the 
lo-tech/no-budget conceptual artmusik so prevalent 
in the Pacific Northwest, once exiled again in 
academia, he persuaded assorted music students to 
play parts for his next project, heroically bestowing 
the name The Orchestral Society for the Preservation 
of the Orchestra upon the part-time assemblage 
and amassing their fragments on. . . 

Slaves' Graves (And Ballads) (2004). "An 
orchestral suite, modelled more or less strictly on 
the songs of Gustav Mahler, like Kindertotenlieder 
('Songs On The Deaths Of Children') and the 
orchestral lo-fi of Phil Elvrum, who absolutely 
was/is the Woody Guthrie of our micro-generation. 
Lyrics involve extended metaphor between 
American land use (go forth and subdue it!) and 
the desertification of the soul." 

Gradually gaining a higher profile as his records 
filtered out, and touring besides, Dave Longstreth's 
worlds were refusing to cohere. He was starting to 
listen to music outside of classic or indie. He was 
thinking about finches, and cars, Aztecs and oil 
and Don Henley. He quit Yale. 

in which the curtains fall away 

"The first time I ever saw Dave was when I was over 
at his house and he'd just gotten back from the 
tour -he was wearing a big green army jacket and 
glasses, and I was like: that's Dave. I just knew it was 
him. My first impression was that he was very. . . 
energetic. I may have seen a picture, but I knew him 



their weight like r'n'b choreography. Deliberate 
glitches. Beautiful malfunctions. 

Welcome to The Getty Address (2005). "The 
idea was a sweeping myth that could encompass 
most of the knowledge and feelings I had 
accumulated, like a Pet Sounds kind of naive 
ambition." Angel: "I had no idea what it was going 
to sound like -they just busted into some groove 
and I was like, holy shit, this band are African." 

"I was just getting bored with indie rock on 
the one hand and, y'know, old music. . . " Dave 
sighs, "I really started to get into the gamelan and 
African guitar styles - part of what is appealing 
about music from non-Western traditions is how 
poorly I understand them. Isn't it inspiring to pass 
from ignorance to some kind of understanding? 
The object of study seems to change shape and 
acquire dimension in front of your eyes. . . " 

More than this, his musicological background 
prompted him to unearth analogies between genre 
and instrumentation from vastly disconnected times 
and places: "And that seemed to me to be this 
weird, beautiful mystery. . .the way /think about 
it is exposing the common traits that draw different 
styles together." In recording this unexpected 
conflux, he twinned fastidious classical playing 
and the brutality with which the computer can so 
entirely capture and almost possess it- the machine 
in the ghost - and, for good measure, lyrics from 
America's best-selling record, but not the world's 
(ref. Wikipedia), The Eagles Greatest Hits Vol 1. 
("There are no direct quotes because I modulated 
the vowel sounds so the language was dreamier: 
like, "Ga da wuorla trubae lune" equals "Got 
a world of trouble on my mind".) Well, duh. 



'I sometimes can't tell the difference 
between what sounds good and what 
sounds different' 



as the one person who lived there that was never 
there..." (Angel Deradoorian, bass, Dirty Projectors) 

Where was I? Oh yeah, Don Henley (played by Dave 
Longstreth) f rogjumps from treetop to starry sky, 
his cape scrolling out behind him, his movements 
mannered like a player-controlled character (which 
oddly only increases yr identification with him). 
Elsewhere, this lo-res fantasia will take in a Hokusai- 
styled village (inhabited by civilised cicadas), 
syncopated jump-cuts and epic historical struggles 
(Gettysburg and Tenochtitlan) simplified into 
emblematic fight sequences. 

See, Dave's latest collaborator wasn't a 
musician at all, but an animator, James Sumner 
(www.vsanna.com). " He showed me these really 
simple Flash animations that he had been doing 
in his spare time -a skeleton going, 'arrgh!' or 
something. . . " And it was the coolest thing you'd 
ever seen. " Exactly. Exactly. I gave him a demo and 
we spent a lot of hours talking." 

See, Dave's latest project was an eco-parable 
DVD and OST he took to calling a 'glitch-opera'. 
Of the film's almost poetic RPG aesthetic: "James 
was trying to think of a visual language that would 
correspond to the music. " 

Good luck. Otherworldly choirs flow like 
unfathomable rivers through approximate clusters 
of metallic beats where rhythm meets melody, 
strings which sift like light. And everywhere, his 
voice threading and unfurling, dancing kite-like 
as cattle-cry horns repeat, obsessive, almost 
trance-like guitar arabesques, even figures that 
seem transported from a waltz. Handclaps, 
fingerclicks, bass-swaddled beats which shift 



Speaking as someone who is roundly ribbed at 
the Plan B office for my hapless devotion to music 
out of Portland (see above) and Brooklyn (where 
the band are currently based) and as a control 
freak who can't help but second-guess my readers, 
I know what you're thinking. And you're wrong. 
Concept album(s), yes. Prog, no. 

Dirty Projectors and their peers have more 
common call with the playfulness of conceptual 
art than they do the self-hating/defeating classicism 
of progressive rock's demand to be taken seriously 
- mirroring the way in which postmodernism in 
general would rather play with the ridiculousness 
of even supposed high art and true sentiment, 
dragging everything into one primordial swamp 
of mixed signals and cognitive dissonance. "Yeah," 
says Dave, "One isn't worth more than the other." 
So there. Where were we? 

Oh yeah. So, soon he assembled a touring 
band to road-test the songs. They weren't showing 
the film during the show- "It required a bit 
of imagination" - but Dave noticed more and 
more people were approaching him afterward, 
offering support and even, increasingly, pledging 
collaboration: " I've noticed this happens to some 
people - The Getty Address becomes like a world 
for them..." 

When I ask Dave why he didn't do all this 
experimentalism within the grant-fed world of high 
art, he shifts from affably reclined to upright and 
engaged: "I'm into inspiration, I'm into new vibes. 
It just doesn't seem like the people who are involved 
in classical music are, at all. They're curators and 
caretakers. It's all just so buttoned-down, y'know? 
There's no sweat and confusion. " 
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There'd be plenty of both (sorry, hack-y) as 
Dave tou red a new EP, fittingly titled 'New Attitude' 
(2006): "That's when I got really into playing live. 
I wish we had a really good live recording of that 
period, but alas. That band - Spencer Kingman, 
Will Glass, Nat Baldwin, and Alex Farrill- was the 
prototype for the band I have now. " 

in which the audience invade the stage 

"/ was probably in four bands at the time - trying to 
play with as many people as possible, but Dave was 
a really unique performer and composer, and I made 
it my priority to get in that band. Our first interaction 
was really funny because I work in evolutionary 
biology, so we just started talking about science. . . " 
(Brian McOmber, drums, Dirty Projectors) 

Post-show. We're in the hysterically petite 
changing room. Bunched against door, perched 
on chair or down on floor, are the band he has 
now: Amber Coffman (watercolour eyes, polite 
smiles), Brian McOmber (tallish, amiable gravitas) 
and Angel Deradoorian (black curls crowned with 
a cap, sardonic chutzpah). Dirty Projectors circa 
2007, "and for the foreseeable future" . 

Talking about The Getty Address and the ever- 
wider musical net he was casting, Dave mused, 
"It's like imagining a community that doesn't exist 
yet." Supporting his point, all the current members 
made this transition from fan to bandmate - and, 
increasingly, their input is having an impact. "Little 
things have evolved," says Amber, modestly. Dave: 
"I sometimes can't tell the difference between what 
sounds good and what sounds different. " 

Amber: "When we joined the band, and he was 
teaching us parts, he always compared what he 



"A lot of people ask me about, like, the violence 
of Black Flag, the testosterone of that music, and 
say, 'Where did that go?' And that never even 
occurred to me. I guess I find talking about emotions 
in music really tricky. It's like -the colour of the sky." 

What I remembered about Damaged was 
not anger, but a sense of yearning. And this desire 
for...um...so/T?ef/7/ng. Like, growth, or change, 
or difference. 

"That first generation of punk and DIY 
culture in America's had this feeling of, we're 
not represented. We wanna represent ourselves. 
We can bring something new into the world right 
now, and we can do it ourselves. I thought it would 
be sort of ironic to create something new out of 
something old." 

Has there been any word from anyone in the 
Black Flag camp? 

"The American record label that put out Rise 
Above was paranoid about that. They really 
thought. . . " Henry Rollins might kick yr ass. . . 
"That's what ^mber was worried about." 

How about feedback from anyone in the punk/ 
hardcore community? 

"We were shown a blog, by hardcore kids from 
Jersey, saying, 'That's the stupidest idea I've ever 
heard'. And we've gotten messages saying, 'I hope 
someone firebombs your mother's retirement 
home' - pretty predictable shit. . . " 

His forcefield quavers a moment. "I'm used to 
people's reactions having more to do with confusion 
or bef uddlement or whatever than the way I would 
think they would," he cedes. 

If they weren't much likely to adopt the concept, 
I'd love to be (cliche ahead) a fly (holy shit!) on the 



'Part of what is appealing about 
music from non-Western traditions 
is how poorly I understand them. Isn't 
it inspiring to pass from ignorance 
to understanding?' 







wanted to something really absurd - " 

Brian: "Onetime, for 'Thirsty And Miserable', 
he wanted something really delicate and fragile 
likeCyndi Lauper's Time After Time' -which has 
now evolved into complete blasting, through 
playing it live." 

(A cross-section of Dave's listening habits, as 
reported in a previous online interview: Mariah 
Carey Ma hah Carey, Mariah Carey Emotions, Mariah 
Carey Daydream, Mariah Carey Merry Christmas.) 

Angel: "I came over for the first time and I had 
a fever - he was getting me tissues - and then he 
was explaining to me that the music was all Black 
Flag covers that he'd learned from memory. And 
I was like, oh... kay- the only reason I knew Henry 
Rollins was from being a VJ on MTV." 

Brian: "After we toured the songs, we played 
Angel Damaged 'for the first time. . . " 

Angel: "And I was like, 'YEEAHH!'" 

Rise Above (2007). "The idea was to do the 'New 
Attitude' process in reverse - not a studio album 
adapted for the live band, but a living collection 
of songs fitted to a recording. Rehearsed, intense 
1 2 hour days, etc etc. Band then plays whole album 
every night on tour of USA, including stops in 
ShittownandStCraposphere." 

When Dave Longstreth was 11 or 1 2, out in 
genteel, sceneless Connecticut, he started listening 
to his older brother's tapes. Damaged, one of the 
founding texts of American hardcore, became his 
favourite, despite its tenuous application to his life. 






wall (can you imagine?) when said kids heard it. 

It reinforces the original's guitar, bass, drums and 
voice with flutes, violins, violas and cellos, proceeds 
by apparently magical transitions and glorious 
transpositions - "We're fighting a war we can't 
win, " sung contentedly, as from the perspective 
of eternity. Vocals assume an arrow formation, 
Dave throwing salmon-leaps and swallow-dives, 
a glorious hiccupping flux of emotion diluted only 
by the air he gulps in to push it out again -while the 
female voices behind combine like broad shafts of 
light, the chorus to his arias. The arrangements feel 
as densely structured but as ultimately exposed and 
vulnerable as a beetle's underbelly. 

"In the way that you write any music, you have 
one element and then you think of another that 
goes with it. Damaged is a very. ..narrow band of 
data. And you can do a lot with that. " 

Incidentally: " I got a MySpace message from an 
employee at a music store in Austin. The clerk was 
planning on attending our show that night and so 
he'd thrown the record on and - not 1 5 seconds 
into it- Rollins walks in..." Through the wall. "Yeah 
- and he went straight to the Sun Ra section and 
apparently bought a bunch of those and some 
African music, which is really funny. But apparently 
he was looking up at the speakers and cracking up. " 

Last night, I say, I listened to Damaged, and then 
I listened to Rise Above (he punctuates my sentence 
with an "Awesome!") and it was interesting how 
incredibly the lyrics worked as a libretto. 
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'I'm into 
inspiration, I'm 
into new vibes' 



"The words are amazing - so powerful, and 
so direct." 

But your delivery couldn't be any more different. 

"Sort of different." 

A lot different. When Rollins sings, all the 
emotion is encased in a shell -whether he's angry, 
sad - even in the joke songs. Whereas yours is 
completely open, and that transforms the way the 
words come across. Thinking about Dave's ("super- 
melismatic" a la Marian/Whitney) vocal style -the 
one constant in all his recordings -the next question 
klangs from my lips like scrap metal: do you sing like 
that naturally...? 

He smiles. "It has to do with singing the 
melodies that I write. I think of the contours of the 
melody before I think of the phrasing of the words. 
I think that's what makes me seem so strange to 
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people. " So you really do think of the voice as an 
instrument. It's not commentary over the top. . . 
I run out of words. He nods. 

Longstreth is coy about why Damaged was 
chosen for this project, but when I ask him if 
he considered any others he acknowledges 
not. You won't be so very surprised to hear I have 
a theory. 

Initially and instinctually, there's the sense 
of an adult looking back on the all-or-nothing 
idealism of youth. He murmurs, non-committal. 
More importantly, if the punk/hardcore 
underground was co-opted at length by big 
business, it's now looking like another shift may 
be in the offing, as technology finally, fatally 
outflanks the centralisation of media production 
and distribution -we seem to be moving ever 
further from a monoculture - and so MySpace 
supplants MTV, a (more-or-less) grassroots sprawl 
rather than top-down media. 

Creativity is about connecting things which 
haven't been before. The internet is a connection- 
making machine, has swallowed all - and, to some 
degree, equalised them. This is the radical ground 
zero for the more astute artists of our generation - 
and it is fertile beyond numbers. 



One of the things I love about Rise Above is that 
it almost seems to point toward this near future 
when ideas which couldn't work at the time, finally 
can and do. 

"Yeah, I like that idea. That might have been the 
reason for choosing Damaged as opposed to some 
other album." 

I want to end this with the last song on the record 
-which was the first song on the original, a total 
inversion which mirrors how the album title has 
shifted from negative to positive (and the tense 
from past to -potentially -future). Neatly enough, 
it's 'Rise Above' itself. 

And on an album in which Dirty Projectors 
never stop making it new (again), having quested 
forward and sideways and inside out, they attain 
a summit and at long last allow themselves 
some nostalgia, one glance over their shoulders. 

As Dave Longstreth, miles from the frontline, 
saw the whole of the storm on the horizon 
and appreciated its beauty, this is the spirit 
isolated from the struggle. It is a requiem but also 
a ritual. 

The memory of a dream is still a dream - and all it 
needs is dreamers to make it real again. 
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As a new year rolls in # it washes a host of shining popsicles onto the pages of Plan B's new band 
special - from ambient doom to the new neuroticism # here are your stars for the year ahead 
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Magickal nihilists from Southend 
keep it simple, but different 



y 




Alchemy is a strange thing. It's about the power 
of transformation and escape through sheer 
will. It's something These New Puritans are very 
good at. 

Beat Pyramid is an album of angles and anger, 
and of stark, elegant beauty. It's frenzied, judders 
with claw-your-arms speed freakery. It's music 
for Egon Schiele figures scrying holes through 
an obsidian mirror. 

I ask Jack Barnett, singer and lyricist, what the 
Beat Pyramid is. He explained: "We started off 
with the idea of trying to build a pyramid with 
sound, with passages and secrets. It's like a sound 
attack. . .we were carving out sounds with the 
arcane circuitry of the mixing boards." 

The album starts and ends with fragments 
of the phrase, "/ will say this twice, I will say this 
twice", so that it never really starts or ends, and 
you can loop it over and over. 

"It's like a mind control thing, like hypnosis. 
The earlier songs have a lot of repetition and 
stuff, kind of like a Gregorian chant." 

The album is heavy on oblique magical 
references - numerology, astrology, all kinds of 
arcana. I ask him how intentional the mysticism 
is. " I sort of see the songs as spells. Lyrically, to 
cast a spell is like to spell a word, to call it there." 

One thing I love about These New Puritans 
is how they double instruments and vocal lines, 
so it's as if they fuse together. " It's something 
Steve Reich does with voices and clarinets, " 
Barnett explains. He also records sounds, 
"And recordings of the sounds, and recordings 
of recordings of the sounds", then enthuses 
about samplers, loops and the wonders of 
MP3 distortion. 

Barnett's brother George is the band's 
drummer. "A lot of the beats are written on 
computers, and afterwards we translate them 
to the human brain." It's highly technical, fast- 
robotic work. 

I ask about the speed thing . . . 

" I always write lyrics on the trains from 
Southend to London. The trains are kind of 
thought accelerators. " 

Indeed. '16th Century' -the song inspired 
by Elizabethan magician John Dee, with its 
statement, "Ancient History/They will say/We 
were right we were right we were right" - zooms 
on and on and on like a hubris-fuelled TGV. 
This arrogance makes things tricky for me. 
Jack's favourite of their songs is 'Swords Of Truth', 











named after the terrorist group jacked up on too 
much arrogance and history. This would have 
been the band's name, had Barnett had his way. 

That in mind, it's hard to hear that, "This music 
is weightless, and when I sing, so am I!", possibly 
the strongest line in " Swords of Truth " . When 
Barnett yelps this out, the music hiccups into 
silence behind him before shearing off again into 
full-on driving scree. It's a brilliant declaration of 
intent- when you write songs about negation, 
you're still creating something. Fine. But what 
if you're not a musician, and you play this on 
repeat, and you've only got yourself to destroy? 

Take their collaboration with Dior Homme. 
It was George who metfashion designer Hedi 
Slimane in the pub. They struck up a friendship, 
and These New Puritans went to Paris to play 
for the autumn/winter 2007 show. Slimane's 
clothes are mostly black and white with the 
skinniest post-punk tailoring imaginable. They 
are gorgeous, but unwearable unless you have 
legs that are skinnier than your neck. Even then 
you'd probably be nervous after swallowing 
anything. It's an aesthetic of wastage as 
power. Seethe irregular-heartbeat twitch 
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of 'Infinityytinifnl', with its vicious yelps of, 
"Infinity's not as fast as me!" It's the sound of 
speedy paranoia, of consuming oneself from 
the inside to go faster, faster, faster. 

Even the slower songs vibrate at that TV-on- 
standby dogwhistle pitch that keeps you alert 
and tense. 'Doppelganger' sounds like a glass 
harmonica played through screens of liquid 
crystal, tinsel and the kind of industrial carpet 
that gives you shocks. Apparently, on their 
recent tour of Spain, it stretched into a 20- 
minute epic. "They expect you to play forever. . . 
I fell asleep in it. I have this thing of falling asleep 
onstage." 

It's hard to tell if he's joking, but the song 
is strangely both hyperkinetic and lulling. 
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'To cast a spell is like 
spell a word, to call i 
there' 



So, so seductive, but the f lipside to this kind 
of magickal nihilism is fear: What happens if the 
rituals don't work? Sometimes the arrogant pose 
drops, and they hedge their bets. 'Numerology' 
demands an answer to the question, "What's 
your favourite number?What does it mean?" 
And, after a few straightforward answers, we 
come to, "Number three: numerology is bullshit". 

It probably is, but if it's such a load of crap, 
why bother asking? Rituals that are about will 
don't work if you don't believe in them. (They 
might not work anyway, but why play it both 
ways, if you're going to play at all?) 

"I don't know how much I believe in," 
Barnett admits, "It's like wearing a mask, it's 
all kind of an illusion." 

But what isn't? It's not like someone will catch 
them out, and drag them back into crap jobs 
and slow lives in Southend. And this is what 
their music is set against. Some of These New 
Puritans' songs are about what happens to the 
people who don't escape, who just aren't fast 
enough, and their scorn plays out as warning. 
I'm touched by 'Mkk3', a (relatively) slow song 
aboutsuburban ambivalence. 
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"Music is personally for me always trying to 
escape. . .and that song, lots of lyrics are taken 
from bad poems kids have written and I've found 
on the internet." 

Like the line about, "The suburbs of Milton 
Keynes/ Michael Barrymore masturbating"! 

" No, that's an original . . .the rest were 
from, I don't know, love poems.com, they're 
hilarious rubbish." 

But people have a tendency to take their own 
work seriously. 

"Yeah, it's kind of funny." 

I don't know, it's pretty heartbreaking. 

" I guess that's why it's funny - it's clearly 
a sad song." 

So there is some compassion. And there 
is the question: when you break free of your 
straitjacket, your body, or gravity itself, then 
what? If your ritual has worked its charms, is 
the magic gone or does it grow in power and 
mutate into something else? While these songs 
bang themselves against whatever walls they 
can find, if you're human, you can't sustain 
that kind of intensity for long before things 
fall apart. 

If the urge to kick against goes, or if the walls 
crash down, who knows what great things These 
New Puritans are capable of? 

I ask Jack what they're working on next, and 
he says: " Right now, I'm writing music that's 
like Steve Reich meets dancehall... I've just been 
recording B-sides, and a song called 'Fire Fire 
Fire', that's all drums and trains, but it's more or 
less pop music, made out of drumming. I don't 
know if we'll change our minds, but I've been 
writing a lot of music for bassoon . . . 

"I like the pop thing, I like to make music as 
simple and accessible as possible. Anyone can do 
a crazy freakout drone, but it's a lot more difficult 
to write something simple in a different way. I like 
pop music at the moment, I think it's some of the 
best music that's ever been made. " 

Let the transformations continue. 
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The Noughties globalisation complex just got even more so. 
Meet Brooklyn's freshest export. . . 



Three days before Hatton v Mayweather, Santi 
White floored the trendspotters at a Thursday night 
musical gathering in Shoreditch. Everyone from the 
urban East End elite was there: MIA, Hattie Collins, 
Sinden. The warm-up DJ played the obligatory 
ghetto mix of gangsta rap, dirty south, grime and 
dancehall, in no logical order. And there were 
outfits. Glittery jackets, lycra, asymmetric fringes. 
Santi wore black and white zig-zaggy trousers, 
a big belt around her old school Chanel T-shirt - 
and when she sang, her voice somewhere between 
punk and childhood, I stopped itching to leave. 

Over the past year Santogold has become 
a buzzword for the cool crowd. And though her 
music has emerged from many of the same points 
of contact, it completely transcends them, and the 
scene there, in Hoxton, in December, in London. 

In fact, Santi is ensconced in the international 
urban club kid crowd most adorably embodied by 
nerdy Spank Rock's NaeemJuwan, who joined her 
on stage. She grew up in Philadelphia, and identifies 
herself as part of the new generation of hip-hop's 
Philly-bred children, revising the conscious, soul- 
seasoned likes of The Roots and Jill Scott. Where 
their elders emphasised a lyrical kind of self 
knowledge, the new breed find themselves in 
sweaty, memetic sex chat and vacillations of 
electro such that it's uncertain whether they 
are finding themselves, or losing themselves, 
or losing themselves to find themselves again. 
In the vernacular of Paserock and Amanda Blank, 
though, Santogold is a misnomer. 

That is partly because of the New York bit. 
Santi now lives in Brooklyn, where she recorded 
her forthcoming LP with fellow songwriter and 
producer Johnny Hill, trying out different tactics. 
Rolling Stone recently compared her to Karen 0, 
and New York new wave. "Bass music of all kinds, 



especially dub reggae, has always been my first 
love," she says, and this is inseparable from an 
aspect of punk. Besides work as an A&R at Epic, 
Santi's previous projects include punk band Stiffed, 
and former Bad Brains drummer Chuck Treece 
features on the forthcoming Santogold LP. 

The second time Santi met Diplo, at a party 
in Philly, he introduced her to Switch. A couple 
of days later, they went to the studio and Santi 
discovered Switch thought she was a rapper. "And 
I just said, 'Yeah, OK!'" She left shyly, and came 
back with what would become 'Creator'. Lyrically, 
it rescues boasting from hollow materialism, turning 
the spotlight away from bling back to the very raw 
force of rule-breaking creativity. Sonically, Santi 
sounds a bit like MIA, but better, fuelled with the 
wisdom of The Raincoats and Cyndi Lauper, less 
one-tracked. Where - especially on Arular- MIA 
relied on one vocal style, Santi stretches and bends 
her voice out from gurgles and screeches to soft, 
Lover's style phrasing. 

And though there is a muscular flex of hip-hop 
style self aggrandisement, in the your-boyfriend- 
wants-to-shag-me vein, Santi's intricate lyrical 
footwork turns back on itself so there is also 
a strong sense of introversion, of life inside the 
mind. It makes her kind of like Siousxie Soux: 
without the gothicthing, but still, a compelling 
woman clinching her musical surroundings to 
make something quasi-mythical of her own life. 

"Exuberance? I don't know, urn... at school, 
I always enjoyed sport," she considers. "I really liked 
the challenge and the discipline, to push yourself to 
achieve something. And I come from an achieving 
background. So that might be where what you 
are calling exuberance comes from." 

The crowd that Santogold is becoming 
associated with has itself been long associated 



with pilfering (or, depending on your viewpoint, and 
whether you remember Diplo's failure to credit any 
of the music he used on his baile funk compilations, 
just plain pillaging) global ghetto idioms to build 
a kind of jet-setting ghetto aesthetic. 

For Santi, though, reference to ghetto just 
comes from, "What I see going on around me" . 
She emphasises how different a background she 
and MIA have come from, and that 'Shove It' - 
where her quasi-rap is swathed in an assertive 
reggae swagger and spacey, electronic dub swirls - 
comes from watching how hard people in Brooklyn 
work to survive. 

The final difference lies in the club. " It's not an 



'I always enjoyed 
sport. I really liked 
the challenge and the 
discipline' 



environment I feel comfortable in. Amanda and 
Spank Rock got me back into clubbing - they made 
it amazing and funky and creative again, but it's not 
where I'm at home." 

Instead she creates for, "Anywhere, at home, 
in a basement. I think people can listen to it 
anywhere", though it works in the club, and 
carries a spirit you may have thought had long 
vanished from pop. 

Is she part of a generation that's making 
reference to the Eighties because it wants to return 
to its childhood? "No! Idon'tthinkso. I just love 
a catchy song, " she says. 

Whatever. She hits a good combination. 



yr next move: kicking k makes a big, stupid list of who might soon be invading a dancef loor near you 



Naturally, we start with France, whose 
satanic array of producer/composers 
still refuse to believe the Millennium Bug 
never happened. Among the latest is 
Tepr, whose brutally pretty RMX of Yelle's 
'A Cause Des Garcons' supplied both 
goosebumps and bruises. Alongside him, 
Les Petits Pilous see their dark powers 
grow day by day, rocking a style that 
sounds like an avalanche hitting a Ferrari 
dealership. See also: DatA - urn, like a 
church sliding down a hill toward a nudist 
beach? Rounding off this lamentably silly 
paragraph we have Poni Hoax, a band 
labelled 'crossover disco' who write songs 
called things like 'Antibodies' and are 
produced by renaissance braniac Joakim. 

Shifting 1/1/aysouth, Australia 
continues to emit cheery feelgood outfits 
who eschew sociopathic cool for cuddly 



abandon. The usual MO is to add sun- 
anned synthesiser to a guitar which is 
drunk. See here: Muscles, whose 'Gun 
Babes Lemonade' puts classic rock 
falsettos and the sound of a X-Box 
masturbating into a cocktail glass and 
chugs the fuck out of it. Meanwhile, 
Midnight Juggernauts have been 
circling for a while, their live band sound 
aiming for heavy atmospheric repetition. 
Showing 'admirable initiative and 
commitment to new methodologies' 
(hello future employers!) I just Googled 
'Australian candy' as a shorthand for Bag 
Raiders caramelised-soft-metal-solo 
projects. I would say the product they 
most resemble is 'Bliss Bombs Bubblegum 
Flavoured Popcorn'. Lastly: Knightlife- 
if Justice laid down the law, they are sure 
as hell law-abiding. 



Here in the UK, 2007 was the year of 
mostly listening to music that came from 
other, hopefully really exotic, places, but 
our own strain of blog house continued 
to mutate. Switch demonstrated he 
could step up his flexibility at will with his 
excellent production work on MIA's Kala, 
looks to repeat the beautiful friendship 
with Santogold (see above) and generally 
had hoardes queuing for his fidgety 
refixes. Meanwhile, his affiliate Sinden is 
bringing the Soca to max the mix further, 
and Duke Damont continues to rule 
over his imaginary duchy with brutal 
loops. There's also the emerging bassline 
house scene (check: T2) to consider. 

Looking ahead, it's the US and its 
hip-hop/nightlife diffusion that looks 
like dominating the months ahead -first, 
there's the awesome sample collage of 



Girl Talk's Night Ripper finally getl 
a release. File Curses! (aka DropTr 
in what I'm calling 'Distressed House' 
mode) and Flosstradamus (popcorn 
flavoured bubblegum?) alongside and 
add the latter's protege Kid Sister (who's 
landed some dude called Kanye on debut 
single 'Pro Nails'). On a female MC tip, 
continue to Amanda Blank (Spank 
Rock) and Rye Rye, who rapped on DJ 
Blaqstarr's 'Shake It To The Ground' (the 
latter B-more bass assault weapon having 
previously likewise worked with MIA). 
Round off with Thunderheist's synthy 
skeleton romps and Shout Out Out 
Out Out (or S04) who hang out with 
Cadence Weapon and write songs 
like 'Self-Loathing Ruiz' and 'Tiiiired' - 
on which note, I am sitting the fuck down 
and possibly having a nap. 
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Fierce, sparse and incendiary, Brighton's double-headed, bloody-minded duo spark 
suburban frustration into stage invasion 



Deathly tired, neither band nor journalist are 
working on full power, so Laura-Mary Carter 
tiredly, but with a fond smile, tells the Story Of 
Norwich. You can hear the capitals. 

Blood Red Shoes have a thing with Norwich. 
Every time the play there, place goes mental. 
Last time, there were waaaaaay over what Sold 
Out traditionally allows. Last song ended with 
the stage invasion of 40-odd kids hitting stage. 
So far, so rock ritualism. . .except for one detail. 
Even when triumphantly lifting Steven Ansell 
about the stage, the audience were being 
incredibly controlled. 

"It was amazing," Laura- Mary says, "They were 
literally going nuts, but they were really careful 
about the instruments." Avery respectful stage 
invasion. "That's Norwich for you, " she says. 
" I was so impressed. It was the best moment, 
seeing them be so careful." 

Which somehow seems terribly appropriate for 
Blood Red Shoes, who manage to be simultaneously 
frenzied and intensely controlled. Their records 
- constructed from just the symmetrical fuzz 
of Laura-Mary's guitar, Steven's drums and their 
bored/panicked yelping - manage to marry 
a sense of momentum building towards 
an inevitable conclusion - and when that 
conclusion's reached, it's apparent they haven't 
gone anywhere. 

After four singles across as many labels, 
they've finally found time to do an album, 
entitled Box Of Secrets. That it's taken them 
so long clearly surprises them, and the longer 
it stretched out, the more the expectations 
weighed on their minds. 
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In the end, it wasn't bad. The time together 
meant they felt they expanded to fill the larger 
canvas in a surprisingly natural fashion. "We know 
ourselves better, and understand what we're doing 
and each other as people," Steven says. "I think 
if we made a record earlier on, recorded the first 
1 2 songs we ever wrote, we'd look back as an 
interesting historical thing to see. . .but it wouldn't 



'The themes that tie 
the album together 
are doubts. Doubts 
about your life and 
who you are' 



have felt like a debut album." 

The album arrives next year, and continues from 
the paranoid, claustrophobic demi-entryist indie 
of the singles. "All those songs are quite lyrically 
and emotionally. . .direct things we feel about our 
lives," says Steven, "Feeling a bit lost, kind of 
confused, quite angry and frustrated." 

It can't help, but the only word that doesn't have 
a qualifying adverb is 'frustrated', which sits right 
in the heart of both their first singles from V2. 
Frustration of location in 'Getting Boring By The 
Sea' and frustration of the location you're in being 
you in 'I Wish I Was Someone Better'. 

Expect more in the album. "The themes which 
kind of tie it together are doubts," Steven says. 



"Doubts about your life, and who you are and what 
you are and how you fit into the world, and what 
you're actually supposed to do. It's a doubting 
record. It's about feeling confused." 

I ask a friend, who's an enormous fan, what 
he'd ask Blood Red Shoes. His questions all convey 
annoyance with the preconceptions surrounding 
them (White Stripes comparisons was his main 
bugbear, which are so awry that you can only 
blink and turn away). Laura-Mary's preconception, 
however, is close to home. 

"I think people, especially in Brighton, who 
knew Steven's old band. . .I think they find it really 
weird we're in this band that are on MTV," she 
says. Cat On Form were political and outspoken 
so, before she actually knew him, Laura-Mary 
presumed he was your-common-or-garden straight- 
edge vegetarian. 

"I think people do think we've basically sold 
out," Laura-Mary says, laughing, "But people 
thought we sold out before we'd even signed 
a record deal. We haven't actually been signed 
for that long. We worked really hard." 

She immediately thinks of when they 
supported Maximo Park at the Brixton Academy. 

"We were homeless," Laura-Mary says. "We 
had nowhere to live. We didn't have any money, 
because we'd just given up our jobs to try and 
do the band. We turned up with our stuff that was 
borrowed - 1 didn't have my own guitar, Steven 
borrowed a drumkit. And then we got our 1 9- 
year-old-mate to drive and do the sound. In 
a 5000 capacity venue. 

"That's the funniest thing ever, that we 
did that." 
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Mathew Sawyer's tremulous art-pop stares 
death in the face, charms Plan B 
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Words: Everett True 
Photography: Jenny Lewis 



Mathew Sawyer is an artist, graduate of the Royal 
College Of Art. 

He had an installation called 'It'll All Come Out 
In The Wash', wherein he wrote lyrics from artists 
such as The Velvet Underground, Neil Young and 
The Raincoats on scraps of paper, and placed them 
in strangers' pockets. Another piece involved buying 
a Granny apple a day from a South London market 
stall. Sadly, I can't vouch for the poignancy or lasting 
effect of either of these works. I wasn't there. 

"In 2000, 1 was probably listening to Johnny 
Cash and Vic Chesnutt," Mathew says. "If you took 
1 2 of Roy Orbison's best songs and made a record 
of them, nothing could beat that. I loved that early 
Eighties Rough Trade thing -Television Personalities, 
Robert Wyatt... I wasn't going out too much. I'd 
hang round with Wet Dog, as they were half of 
[Mathew's backing band] The Ghosts. It's only in the 
last three years I've started going to gigs regularly." 

Mathew Sawyer is a musician, self-taught. 

I initially encountered his introspective, painfully 
aware music - saturated with desire, like literate 
rock band Subway Sect given a dose of the driven 
teen angst that fermented within the heart of The 
Shangri-La's-viaa CD-r released on Unpopular, 
2005's 'Penny Falls' EP. I liked it, but wondered 
at the amount of reverb he used on his voice. 
I enjoyed the clatter of the drums, the makeshift 
backing vocals: it was an immediately loveable 
DIY pop sound. 

"I was a drummer. I wrote songs and found out 
it was hard to play them on drums. Guitar wasn't 
that interesting to me, but I relented and started to 
learn chords. It was about 1 years before I got the 
courage to play in front of anyone - at Royal College 



in 2002. It was a disaster. I was always too drunk 
or too nervous. I made a few CDs to give out, and 
a friend of a friend heard a couple of these bedroom 
recordings, and said he had a studio where I could 
do it for free. . . It carried on from there. " 

I thought I'd caught Mathew drumming for the 
revived Television Personalities, behind a Dan Treacy 
so soused myself and Charlotte walked out halfway 



'Imagine you could 
trap death in a three- 
and-a-half minute pop 
song - that would be 
a good trick' 



through. (It was the first concert we saw together 
after Isaac's birth.) It turned out later Mathew 
wasn't drumming that night, but he did play on 
TVPs' awesomely fragmented dark journey of the 
soul, His Dark Places. 

"The very first song I wrote had two chords and 
it was awful. The opening line was 'He had real 
strong teeth'. Writing music used to be a lot more 
experimental: half the words were nonsense, there 
to place the melody, but I would keep that half in, 
build them up bit by bit on the computer and flood 
everything with reverb. It helped my understanding 
of the world, the idea you don't go through rubbish 
for nothing. You put your finger on it, and then you 
move on to the next rubbish. " 



Itwasn'ttill I finally caught up with Stolen 
Recordings in 2007, however, that I totally fell for 
Mathew's plaintive call. His debut album Blue Birds 
Blood (which confusingly appeared with different 
credits on the US label) is absolutely the finest record 
I haven't heard Subway Sect singer Vic Godard 
make: filled with riotous harmonies and self- 
deprecating observation, wistfulness and the kind 
of croaky voice which, frankly, makes me go weak 
at the knees. Vic has taken to covering Mathew's 
songs live, which is fair enough. 

Perhaps it's unsurprising I've fallen so heavily - 
in an interview with www.pennyblackmusic.co.uk, 
Mathew cited, "Stifling self-absorption, inarticulate 
sulking, higher powers, Richard Brautigan, talk 
radio, words, The Animals, the woozy machine, 
drunk, The Raincoats, The Wizard Of Oz, pure voice 
and females" as influences, and that pretty much 
covers my own range. 'Looking Right Back At Me' 
from Blue Birds Blood 'was one of my favourite songs 
of 2007, alongside Nick Cave and Amy Winehouse. 

I mean, the dude has soul. And I love the way 
he has a different backing band each time he plays. 
Even if he does seem somewhat preoccupied with 
death, same way Nikki Sudden was before him. 

"Well, I don't want to write about people with 
strong teeth for the rest of my life. What else is 
there... death and love? 

"I think it's positive to sing about death, because 
you make real all those feelings that you can't get 
in touch with, you make them into something 
you can look in the eye, otherwise they bully you. 
Imagine you could trap death in a three-and-a-half 
minute pop song -that would be a good trick. Harry 
Potter couldn't do that. " 
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Surrender to the beautiful terror -and big-time sensuality -of cathartic Canadian avant-doomscapes 
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Words: Joseph Stannard 
Photography: Guylaine Bedard 



Prolific Toronto-based drone/doom duo Nadja are 
without a doubt one of the most beautiful things 
to emerge from the half-light of the international 
avant-metal movement in recent times, as illustrated 
by flawless albums such as 2007's Touched and 
its follow-up Radiance Of Shadows. Their music, 
like the all the best doom, is heavily burdened 
with a sense of foreboding; yet seems to tremble 
perpetually on the brink of ecstasy, a vast chasm of 
all-enveloping gratification. Nadja essay the clawing 
terror in the stomach that accompanies the moment 
just before surrender, and more besides; they also 
provide a Cronenbergian analogue for the effect 
of technology on human tenderness, reflecting 
a world where fibre optics are sensory extensions, 
enabling the construction of new modes of 
relationship. Inhuman, superhuman or all too 
human?Guitarist and multi-instrumentalist Aidan 
Baker, one half of the band with bassist Leah 
Buckareff, elucidates. 

Your music seems to occupy a space halfway 
between foreboding and rapture. How did you 
arrive at this point? 

"We attempt to embrace several dicotomies as 
part of our musical aesthetic - heavy versus mellow, 
dark versus light, pretty versus harsh, melody versus 
dischord-of which foreboding versus rapture is just 
one. How we get there isn't really something I can 
articulate. . . I suppose if the song feels or seems 
'successful' to us, it has reached that point. " 

What inspires the heavy element of your 
music? 

"To borrow a phrase from the Swans: 'Sonic 
Annihilation'. The idea of being subsumed or 
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consumed by sound - not necessarily via volume, 
but density. And consumption not necessarily in 
a negative manner, but in the sense of sublimation: 
refinement, purification, catharsis." 

What inspires the 'drift' element of your 
music? 

"The same, I suppose -just a different means 
of approaching the same end. " 

Do you consider your music earthly or 
spiritual, or both? 

"Again, this might be considered another 
dichotomy which we attempt to embrace. . . the 



'The idea of being 
subsumed or 
consumed by sound - 
not necessarily via 
volume, but density' 



profane and the sacred, the base and the sublime. " 
What part does nature play in your music? 

"I suppose the biological is a theme which 
repeats in our lyrics and conceits, certainly with 
our album Touched, at least, which sort of conflates 
human reproduction with botanical. Our latest 
album Radiance of Shadows is more concerned 
with the natural world, thematically exploring 
the ramifications of nuclear energy, the atomic 
bomb, and its effects on both humanity and the 
natural world." 



Is Nadja's music in any way sexual, as far 
as you are concerned? It definitely seems 
pre-coital/post-coital at times. . . 

" I guess so, yes. There is, at least, a certain sense 
of climax inherent to the structure of our songs; 
build-up, climax, and release. Lyrically, a lot of our 
songs are about human interaction as well, though 
that varies between (or combines) the pyschological 
and the physical." 

How do you see your music evolving in the 
future? 

" I think we have established a fairly recognisable 
sound by now. I would like to keep expanding that 
sound into and incorporating other sounds, genres, 
and styles of music while still maintaining that 
recognisability. Maybe that will be a question of 
instrumentation or gear, or maybe the group will 
expand to include more players. We'll see." 

What is coming up for Nadja in 2008? 

"We're playing several festivals this coming 
spring: SXSW in Texas, Roadburn in Holland, and 
FIMAV in Quebec, with accompanying tours in 
the respective areas. 

"As for releases, we are trying to get away 
from CDs and explore other formats, partly so 
we don't over-saturate people, partlyjustforthe 
diversity. So we have a few vinyl releases coming 
out, a seven-inch and a couple of twelves, and 
are currently working on material for a potential 
DVD release. 

"We do, of course, have some CDs coming out, 
including re-worked versions of a couple of older 
albums: Bliss Torn From Emptiness (Profound Lore, 
January 2008) and Skin Turns to Glass (The End, 
March 2008)." 
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Further dreaming from the Brooklyn art-pop renaissance 



Yeasayer were first recommended to Plan B late 
last year by Doug Mosurock: "Without an ounce of 
contrivance," he wrote, "four guys came together 
and made a record that celebrates the dustbin 
excess of Fleetwood Mac's Tusk and all the golden 
Seventies largesse that followed, good and bad." 
I pretty much trust Mosurock about anything, but 
his description smacked too much of a slightly 
defensive maturity and 'authenticity'. Like I care 
that something hasn't an ounce of contrivance? 

Still, one thing about Mosurock is that he has 
this incredibly fine-tuned indie bullshit detector. 
So I scrabbled around for All Hours Cymbals, and 
let it shimmer awhile on the stereo. Because 
Yeasayer's debut album shimmers. The Brooklyn 
(via Baltimore) four-piece's woozy, lambent, 
deliciously vague vocal pop has a tremulous quality 
that brings to mind old vinyl, past summers, train 
windows, grasshoppers and goodbyes. Nostalgic, 
but impersonally so: the karmic resignation of The 
Beach Boys doing 'All This Is That' or 'Feel Flows'. 

It's the vagueness that matters, that and the 
warmth, depth and tickly detail of the sound. 
Yeasayer are sound people, first off. Like Dirty 
Projectors, they're also ideas people, hyper-smart 
magpie boys, but even at their most lyrically direct 
(blogosphere 'hit' '2080'reflects upon, "The times 
we're living. . . the future I was born into"), Chris 
Keating and Anand Wilder's voices are cloaked and 
filtered and distant; musical motifs from globe and 
cosmos are swirling in and out nonchalantly. There's 
no hubris -just a horizon that's broad, effulgent 
and kind, and four sweet buzzy muso dudes who 
talk all over each other about orchestras, highlife 
and "A dance party on Armageddon". 



Formative experiences, please! 

Anand Wilder: "This guy was asking us if we 
were 'Out of step with our time', and I was telling 
him that we were completely in step with our time. 
Growing up in the Eighties and Nineties, you're 
hearing Madonna and Michael Jackson and stuff, 
but you're also hearing oldies and you're not 
discriminating against one or the other. I remember 
people saying, 'In 1 967 you could either be with the 
Beatles or with Velvet Underground'. Whereas my 
whole life I've been trying to figure out similarities 
in what I like about both." 



'We were reluctant to 
call ourselves a band, 
at first' 



Do you start with the sound or the song? 

Ira Wolf Tuton (bass): "You can't underestimate 
the importance of tone." 

Chris Keating: "It's huge! It's everywhere! I 
honestly don't even know if I believe in songwriting ! " 

Anand: "For us, the standard guitar, drums, bass 
of a rock band have ceased to be evocative of any 
kind of feeling. You hear it and you think of these 
guys in tight jeans on stage and stuff. But if you can 
get some weird textures and tones in there, that lets 
your mind escape into the music and not think of 
it as 'a band' .. .we were reluctant to call ourselves 
a band, at first. We were just a 'project'." 



Chris: "It's annoying to be able to picture an 
instrument. I think you can't picture some of the 
instruments on our album. This happens to me with 
classical music a lot, but you can do it with electronic 
sound, samples and traditional instruments - you 
can blend them so you don't necessarily imagine 
that guitar, or that bass. Doesn't matter what it is - 
it could be a dump truck making a nice rhythm." 

Luke Fasano (drums): "The interest in world 
music and electronic music comes from where 
you're able to sample a dump truck, or you're 
listening to some crazy percussion from Iraq, and 
you have no idea what the hell it is. You can't picture 
it, so you're experiencing it sonically. " 

I wanted to talk about world music. I think 
our generation feels less pressure to take a 
responsible 'ethnomusicological' stance... 

Luke: " It's getting over that ethnocentric idea. 
Culturally music from different parts of the world 
is no longer just viewed in an academic realm." 

Anand: "I'm really into these early Seventies 
Bollywood soundtracks which rip off British invasion 
stuff and Summer Of Love-type psychedelia and put 
a new Indian spin on it. In the Sixties, British music 
was ripping off the Indian stuff... it was all mixed in. 
We're just part of that constant dialogue. " 

There's a lot of sonically ambitious bands 
around at the moment. Bands that are aiming 
quite high and fantastical... 

Chris: "Well, where else are you supposed to 
go? We didn't want to be part of a revivalist or retro- 
ist movement. Part of that is feeling like you hit this 
generational wall in the new millennium, and how 
do you break through it other than by trying to be 
sonically adventurous?" 
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Things are looking up in '08 for the infectious North London wordsmith 



Believe what most would tell and Pyrelli's just 
released his debut album. They'd be talking about 
Vitamin A, a 1 6-track slow road trip through the 
congested highways of North London. A pimped 
ride booming and swerving to West Coast gangster 
rap of the imagination, detouring past the grimy 
mob fantasies of Raekwon, through surprisingly 
grandiose operatic crescendos to both the lyrical 
and surreal pop hearts of Outkast, Puffy and the 
great Biggie Smalls. 

Believe us mag folk and Pyrelli's not only one 
of the greatest Brits to ever do this shit and worthy 
of all those overblown comparisons, but he's also 
hot and hip, new for 2008, a rising star. And maybe 
he is, with one allowance. You'd have to stretch the 
definition of 'new' almost to breaking point. He isn't 
a kid with promise, he's a man with a catalogue. 

To call him new, you'd have to forget his real 
debut album in 2002 as a key part of 1 1 -man 
crew One. Then Pyrelli led from the back, holding 
down nine of the 1 tracks on Onederful World, 
redefining bedroom rap to bring it spiritually 
closer to original Sixties garage-rock nuttahs, 
via Playstation dub bass. 

You'd have to forget him talking, even back 
then, on being a chubby instigator, World War 



and this is something that I wrote. It is mad, the way 
it all meshes." 

Makes me feel me better about not 
understanding the odd thing. 

"Yeah, definitely." 

To call him truly new you'd have to overlook his first 
album in collaboration with producer Dat G Gav 
as Tha Organ G. Their self-titled debut, recorded in 
2003 but held up by financial woes till 2005, was 
Tottenham's barely acknowledged answer to Cuban 
Linx. Except smirked by design. You'd have to forgo 
its extreme monotonous harmonics, those Pyrelli 
singing moments where you've no choice but to 
sit mouth open, tongue wagging like a hypnotised 
dog in amazement at the gall of it. If you weren't 
too freaked out. And guest singer Tamara, a more 
traditionally brilliant voice saved by an eccentrically 
beguiling habit of crashing the melody where you'd 
expect it to rise. 

"If I could revisit Tha Organ G I would make 
a movie out of it. Tie in the vision so you could see 
exactly where my mindstate was, understand this 
character. They're so picturesque those songs, even 
now I wanted to be able to showcase that, but again 
the finance..." 



'I love 50 Cent, but I'm not giving him credit for 
anything artistic. I'm giving him credit for the 
business savvy' 



Four, mimicking Moses and bungee jumping 
off a Christmas tree. Boasting of going "cosmic 
platinum", being "scheduled to do videos on planet 
earth", abstract as Black Elvis, stealing the shine like 
ODB but somehow sober breaking it down scientific 
like GZA, Pyrelli's been a star for a long time now. 

Do you ever rap anything which is straight 
nonsense? 

"Not really. Cos I vision it, so I know what I'm 
saying. It's how I'm feeling. Even when I say 'Jumped 
on my yellow elephant', I'm actually thinking about 
a yellow Lamborghini. But it'sjust taking it there. 
To just say 'yellow Lamborghini', I don't think that's 
really creative." 

It doesn't scan either. 

"I'm trying to give you that shock you would 
get from seeing me on a yellow elephant. That's 
how good I would feel. Which I guess is a weird 
way of writing, but I'm not really in control of it. 
When I'm writing I just go off on one, I'm in the 
zone. I don't even know half the time really what 
I'm doing. 

"I'm a fan of me as well because a lot of the 
stuff doesn't make sense until after. Sometimes 
I listen and it's like, 'Wow, I didn't hear that before', 
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I love the whole look on the album sleeve. 
The white gloves and bowler standing behind 
a pulpit. And the way your face is half covered 
on the cover. 

"Yeah. A lot of people were like, 'He's smoking 
a cigar'. That's not a cigar, man, that is a permanent 
marker. I am an artist and I came to make my mark 
permanently. It's a big statement. If I ever did 
another Organ G album I would have a paintbrush. 
I'm an artist." 

Hardest of all, you'd have to ignore the brace 
of mix CDs upon which his street reputation's 
been built, where he's gained credibility among 
the types with less time for art than club bangers. 
The jubilant 'Buss It Up' from producer Nutty P, 
where Pyrelli's not much deeper to say than 
"bigidybigidybigidybumskiyeahmebussitup", 
but says it with such innocent, infectious joy it's 
revelatory. Pyrelli providing cheer to a fraught 
post-bombing LDN by indulging in what he calls 
his "Puffy side" ("Cos I like to boogie, I like to 
dance and all of that"). The Fat Boys remix 
where he breaks down his attitude to food 
("It's a weakness of mine, I'm not going to lie"). 
The revoxed, reconsidered versions of two of Tha 



Organ G's highlights, 'Organ Donor' and 
'Caribbean Love'. 

"I was doing my own little DJ run with getting 
singles played. I was advised by Semtex. He was like, 
'Yo, the beat's big man. But people, they're not 
getting the lyrics. It's too intricate. If you use that 
same beat but you simplified it you'd get more radio 
play.' I was like, 'I don't want to do this, but let's see 
if it works'. And it did. For me writing it is very easy. 
But it still has the integrity of me in there. " 

You could say much the same for Vitamin A. 
It's multiplex-friendly, simplified Pyrelli, easy with 
integrity through the Timbaland vs Timberlake- 
worthy 'Can't Be Asked', the remixed 'Caribbean 
Love' and the gloriously overblown ode to sleep 
'Do Not Disturb' with its merciless parody of the 
G Unit via Jeezy style tracks on stacking paper. 
But it's not just integrity- even on the simple songs 
there's an intelligence at work, one which finds it 
difficult to accept much of modern rap and spends 
a lot of time trying to figure out how to fit his wild 
imagination with a relatively square market. 

"The people spearheading this new generation, 
they're not credible enough. Don't get me wrong, 
I love 50 Cent, but I'm not giving him credit for 
anything artistic. I'm giving him credit for the 
business savvy. I might give him credit for the 
catchiness of the choruses, but lyrically he's not 
pushing any boundaries. People like Soulja Boy, they 
make people feel good in the clubs but the message 
it's sending out is you don't need to try. I think the 
fundamentals have been lost. 

"My little cousin, he wanted to start rapping. 
I'd taken him up to Kiss, I had an interview with 
DJ MK. It's time for him to get on the mic and he just 
copped out on me. I was speaking to him afterwards 
and he was like, 'I don'tthinkl'm going to do this 
rap stuff any more'." 

How old is he? 

"Seventeen. I was like, 'Why?' And he was 
like, 'Cos I haven't got any money. I need money 
before I can rap.' I'm like, 'Rightthereyou haven't 
understood the fundamentals of hip-hop or even 
of music. The beauty is having a broke artist convey 
that level of hunger and that level of passion.' 
We all love that. Hip-hop is built on the have-nots. 
Real life situations." 

And that's what 50 Cent had at the 
beginning. 

"Yeah, the hunger was there. " 

There's that certain sick humour he had 
which came from it. 

"Which was that refreshing thing. If I was in his 
position I'd be doing some wild stuff. I'd be making 
some mad experimental albums. Because I can. 
I'm on a mission. I'm not quite sure what the mission 
is, but I'm on a mission to get the people what they 
want. As they say the people's decision is final. 
So the people haven't said to me, 'Oh, you need 
to quit'. All they've really expressed over the years 
is, 'We just want more'." 
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New reverberations from the Bristol dub continuum 



The first thing you need to know about Pinch - aka 
Rob Ellis, Bristol-based DJ/producerand boss of 
dubstep imprint Tectonic- is 'Qawwali'. Originally 
released on Mike Paradinas' Planet Mu in 2006, this 
song is a dream. A crystalline, snake-like bassline 
curves and undulates over pounding skins and bare 
digi-claps - spare and serene, but for the occasional 
wheezes of melodica or electronic shimmers that 
invade its space. It feels simultaneously huge and 
gentle: ecstatic build in dramatic slow motion, 
a rave cooled down to absolute zero. 

Pinch's debut album, Underwater Dancehall, 
makes similar moves towards the light, a shaft of 
sunshine through dubstep's cultivated mood of 
oppressive gloom and urban decay. Comprising 
two discs - one instrumental, the other assembling 
a band of vocalists including Bristol's Rudey Lee 
and Yolanda, London's Indi Kaur and Trinidad-born 
deejay Jukali - heavy, immersive moments like 
'Angels In The Rain' and 'Gangstaz' feel like the next 
phase in a Bristol dub continuum that stretches back 
through Blue Lines and The Wild Bunch, through 
On-U Sound dub, Mark Stewart and The Pop Group, 
to the vibrant soundsystem culture of Easton and 
Stokes Croft in the Seventies; brooding and serious 
throughout, but powered by positive energy. As 
Jukali pronounces on 'Brighter Day', a renamed 
'Qawwali' with added vocal energy: "Push that 
negative energy aside rude bwoy- we're looking 
for the light on this one. . . " 

When did you get into dubstep? Were you 
involved in other genres before? 

" I had a few bits of garage, grime and early 
proto dubstep in my collection but I didn't 'hear' 
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dubstep until I went to check FWD out at the end 
of 2003 - Kode 9 on the decks. Seriously deep, 
involving vibes. It hit me hard and I knew I wanted 
this sound to have a home in Bristol so I starting 
doing nights, buying everything dubstep that was 
released - not a lot, at this point - and making beats 
on Fruity Loops. Before that I used to DJ jungle and 
drum'n'bass initially, then when I got bored of the 



'I prefer the deeper, 
more meditational 
side of music' 



sound/direction the scene took, I started buying 
lots of Rhythm And Sound and Basic Channel- 
related music and mixing them up with bits of 
2 -step, grime and random house and electro. " 

Do you feel there's a lot of Bristol in the 
music you make? 

"Definitely. I've lived here for nearly 10 years 
now, so its not exactly in my blood - 1 was born in 
Scotland, and grew up in Newport, which is 30 
minutes away over the Welsh border. But I feel this 
place in my heart and it's home to me now. The 
music drew me here in the first place anyway." 

Bristol has a strong history of reggae and 
dub soundsystems. Has this had an influence 
on your music? 

"Not so much directly, but it's had a big influence 
on other musicians that have in turn influenced me. 



That said, I am a fan of dub/roots music and the 
soundsystem culture. With the Subloaded nights 
I do, I teamed up with Bristol dub veteran Stryda to 
host a 'Teachings In Dub Room' where two systems 
are set up in a traditional soundclash style. The kind 
of dub I grew up with was the On-U Sound dub 
from the Eighties - it's what my older brother was 
listening to and I used to go and hang out in his 
room until he'd had enough of me! " 

Your track 'Qawaali' would seem to take 
its name from Eastern devotional music - is 
that a clue to what you were trying to do with 
the track? 

"Essentially, yes. My brother's then-girlfriend 
introduced me to qawwali music a few years back 
and I liked a lot of the sounds, but I must admit 
I was more into the idea of what qawwali music 
was about -the states of mind people were trying 
to achieve with it. Incidentally, I've just remixed 
some vocals from the grand master himself, Nusrat 
Fateh Ali Khan, for a USA label Six Degrees. The 
project commemorates 1 years after his death - 
[London dub producer] Gaudi re-pieced some 'lost' 
recordings and I was commissioned to remix one of 
the tracks. It'll be released next year sometime." 

Are there any aspects of how dubstep has 
solidified in the UK that you find restrictive 
or frustrating? 

"As the scene has expanded the music does 
seem to have been pushed towards a more jump- 
up style sound, which always played an essential 
part, but maybe it's a little over represented in the 
mix right now. I would say that, though. I prefer 
the deeper, more meditational side the music has 
to offer." 
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NEW ALBUM - OUT NOW 
CD, Limited Edition CD+DVD 
Gatefold Vinyl and Download 



Beautiful Burnout 

NEW SINGLE - OUT 14,01,08 
Available on 2 x 12" and Download 
Mixes from Ticfschwarz, Mark Knight, Pig & Dan 



www.underworldlive.com 
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phantom power 



Words: Neil Cooper 
Illustration: Kristin Oftedal 

In the first of an occasional series on our favourite musical mavericks and visionaries who seem to exist in a parallel 
universe of slipstream sounds, Plan B tracks down Glasgow's one-man radiophonic workshop, DrewMullholland: 
psychogeographer, noisemaker and head technician of the newly reopened Mount Vernon Arts Lab 



Taking the wrong turning is kind of appropriate 
en route to meeting DrewMulholland. For the 
uninitiated, the array of architectural graces which 
define Glasgow University's array of corridors, quads 
and multitude of ornate learning seats are easy to 
get lost in. When we do stumble upon each other, 
Mulholland, clad in a customised hoodie and Syd 
Barrett-era Pink Floyd T-shirt, is both at odds with 
and strangely at the centre of his immediate 
surroundings. Which, given that he's about to 
publish a book on psychogeography, and has joined 
the ranks of academia as an Honorary Research 
Fellow at the University, is again all too appropriate. 
Given too that in his guise as analogue explorer 
Mount Vernon Arts Lab, his seminal The Seance 
At Hobs Lane album was recently excavated by 
the wonderful Ghost Box label after five years in the 
wilderness. Chance, synchronicity and going round 
in circles are clearly a state of mind for Mulholland. 

Mulholland is blithe regarding his immediate 
surroundings - an exquisitely terraced private club, 
which might well have housed some mythical 19th 
Century hellf ire club. Then again, it could be the fact 
that he stayed up late the night before, watching a 
DVD of Quatermass And The P/f for the umpteenth 
time. Considering Seance takes its title from the 
film's fictitious underground station which plays 
host to all manner of low-level psychic forces, this 
slice of utterly bombed out British sci-fi has clearly 
informed both his artistic practice and the instinctive 
philosophy behind it. 

"The title came first," Mulholland says now of 
Seance. " I was watching Quatermass And The Pit, 
and just wondered what would happen if you had 
a seance in a place like that. Then I did the album, 
and was asked if I was into psychogeography. I 
didn't know what that was at the time, but as soon 
as I looked into it and read people like lain Sinclair, 
I got it straight away. It's something that I think 
ties back to childhood. It's something that you do 
naturally as a child, but when you're an adult with 
responsibilities it stops. But there's an entire history 
of walking as a creative thing. Thomas Hobbes had 
an ink-well in his walking stick in case he got ideas. 
If you can make time for it, it really brings the blood 
pressure down, and should be encouraged." 

Seance is a remarkable album. The culmination 
of Mulholland's activities as Mount Vernon Arts Lab, 
which had released work sporadically on the Via 
Satellite, Earworm and Ochre labels; its eerie throb 
evokes the wild imaginings of a sensibility grown 
up strange in the Sixties and in thrall to unknown 
worlds and secret societies. Mulholland had mined 
a similar vein when he'd organised and headlined 
a performance with Sonic Boom at Troywood, an 
abandoned nuclear bunker turned tourist attraction 
in Fife. Mount Vernon Arts Lab's performance was 
released on Ochre Records as One Minute Blasts 
Rising To Three And Then Diminishing. Featuring an 
all-star cast including the late John Balance of Coil, 
Barry 7 of Add N to (X), Portishead's Adrian Utley 
and Isobel Campbell -then just late of Belle And 



Sebastian - Seance was all ley lines, tectonic plates 
and psychic squiggle. The follow-up, a collaboration 
with Coil, the all too presciently named Musick That 
Destroys Itself , recorded under the name Mount 
Vernon Astral Temple, saw both albums fall down 
a hole when distributor World Serpent went belly 
up. With a newly born daughter and a ton of bills to 
pay, Mulholland was forced to sell all his equipment: 
Mount Vernon Arts Lab closed for business. 

Five years later, and the future has caught 
up. Ghost Box, in particular, are a label willfully 
marking out a retro-future landscape of analogue 
pastoralism, treading the thinnest of lines between 
wistful nostalgia and tomorrow's world. Beautifully 
packaged akin to an ancient science textbook, each 
release soundtracks some internal idyll where, like 
some parallel universe public information service, 
bogeymen occasionally walk. The Mount Vernon/ 
Ghost Box connection happened, as is the way 
of things with Mulholland, by pure chance, when 
he stopped off at the newsagent's with his little 
girl to pick up a comic. While she took her time, 
Mulholland noticed a copy of The Wire, a tome not 
read since he'd quit making records. 

" I opened up the magazine at random, " he says, 
"and was visually drawn in to it. Then I noticed this 
headline, 'Psychogeographical Field Trip'. Then I 
noticed Seance being described as a touchstone of 
what Ghost Box were about. I read the thing and 
emailed them to say thanks very much for the 
mention. They got right back and asked if they 
could re-release the record. So suddenly, because 
I'd released a record every year, and then stopped, 
it was like going back into another life, which you 
would regard as not being important to anyone at 
any time. Then the next generations comes along 
and say they love it. So it's all been quite bizarre - 
even trying to remember how they were made. " 

Beyond Seance, Mulholland's immediate 
concern is finishing off a book that began as an 
article about his psychic walks in and around 
Glasgow, written for Strange A ttractor -the self- 
styled 'journal of un-popular culture' edited by 
Plan B contributor Mark Pilkington. With a working 
title of PsychoGeography - Theory And Practice, 
it will effectively be a handbook for those interested 
in the notion of walking through urban spaces 
and absorbing those energies beyond the purely 
physical. Guy Debord, contrary situationist guru 
and author of The Society Of The Spectacle, may 
have been one of the first to expound such ideas, 
but the ethos has become so buried in secondhand 
mythologising that Mulholland's book aims to 
demystify it. 

"It's meant to be psychogeography lite," he says 
of the almost finished volume, "because I want to 
spread the word. Most people, they hear that term 
and they're either intrigued or else think it's right 
up itself. I want to say that anyone can do it. You 
don't have to buy the T-shirt or use a credit card. 
You just get a map and go for a walk. It's as simple 
as that, and can be exhilarating on so many levels. 



It's a rejection of Xboxes and consumer culture. If 
you don't have to be anywhere at a certain time you 
can just wander like a child wanders. " 

This indeed is how doors open. Mulholland 
was invited to lecture on psychogeography at 
Cambridge University, where even such an august 
institution's finest minds warmed to his enthusiasm. 
Mount Vernon Arts Lab looks set to be reconvened 
too, with Mulholland making plans to record for the 
first time in six years. 

At the moment, as was with Seance, all that 
exists is an idea and a title. Library Music Concrete, 
as the project has been dubbed, might even end up 
as significant a retro-future classic as its forbearers. 
" For five years I was completely in the wilderness, " 
Mulholland says. "Now I realise that over those five 
years my batteries have been slowly recharging, and 
now it seems like everything's happening at once. " 

Mulholland drives me into town, intending to 
show me some off-the-map landmark or other. He 
tells me how he accidentally became Patti Smith's 
guitar tech for the low-key acoustic show that 
opened her exhibition of drawings and photographs 
at last year's Glasgow Art Fair, giving it a smidgen 
of rock'n'roll oomph. Then there's the time he and 
actor Paul McGann -who's played both World War I 



'You just get 
a map and go 
for a walk. It's as 
simple as that' 



mutineer and DrWho-found themselves in a Lake 
District tea-shop, recalling the famous cake- 
guzzling scene in his seminal post-Sixties fall-out 
film, WithnailAnd I. Or his long-planned album with 
neglected, but no less crucial survivor of Liverpool's 
late-Seventies post-punk scene and former Teardrop 
Explodes and Wildswan member, Paul Simpson. 

Then there's the long lost tapes Mulholland 
has recently unearthed, an album of library music 
recorded a decade ago, which may yet see the 
light of day along with a rediscovered ambient set. 
Like Mulholland's mind, Mount Vernon Arts Lab's 
connections shoot off in a million and one directions 
all at once, only to eventually converge as one in 
their own time. 

Distracted by such nuggets, we end up taking 
the long way round into town, ending up only 
some way close to where we intended. Walking 
back to my original destination, Mulholland speeds 
off along the main road. Flanked by high-rises, 
motorway systems, river-side walkways and 
buildings-ancient and modern nestling 
incongruously against each other- Mulholland 
becomes a blur, a ghost in the city machine 
getting nowhere fast. 
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Electrelane 

Pavilion Theatre, Brighton 

There's no fanfare. 

There's no phone-in vote to determine the winners. My emotions are 
strained: halfway saddened by the passing of all flesh and halfway happy 
that some folk-some gentle, proud folk- know when to call it a day. 
If only all art was finite. If only all creators cared. It seems that Electrelane 
reached their height with 2005's astonishing Axes: one album, no breaks, 
no fills, just the pull of separation and transitory comfort of friendship: 
and that all that's happened since is a gradual comedown, a dawning 
realisation. Don't get me wrong: this year's No, Shouts, No Calls is special 
indeed and saturated with love, but when I caughtthe band warming up 
at Brighton's cosy Westhill community centre a few months back, prior to 
whatturned out to betheirfinal tour (barring, of course, the inevitable 
Don't Look Back series of concerts 1 years hence) it already seemed 
they were split in two - on one side, Verity Susman's explorative piano 
and space rock imaginings: on the other Mia Clarke's Marnie Stern- 
influenced, Chicagoan guitar-shredding. I feared then what the future 
would bring: the future brings what the future always brings. Nothing, 
and the death of desire. 

So Electrelane are no more -or rather, on "indefinite hiatus". That's 
quite a deal in my life: since my return from Australia in 2000, and 
starting Careless Talk Costs Lives and Plan B, they've drifted in and across 
my vision: a welcome, reassuring constant, old friends that you never 
need to call on cos you know they're always around. I can trace my forties 
through their personalities: hanging out in their Brighton practice space 
opposite Duke Of Yorks in the bitter, cold aftermath of 9/1 1 for CTCL's 
first ever interview (for 2001 's Rock It To The Moon), listening star-struck 
to Verity's vocals on frantic 2003 single 'I Want To Be The President' and 
the tumultuous Bruce Springsteen cover 'I'm On Fire', recording bassist 
Ros Murray's previous band, the minimal poignant/funny Lesbo Pig, for 
my one Totally Radio session, in clubs and in trouble with drummer 
Emma Gaze and Mia Clarke. ..Those horrible, dark weeks following my 
father's death where a spoken-word piece I'd recorded with Susman was 
played at his cremation... Down the Freebutt, the Pavilion, the Concorde, 

No shouts, no calls. 
Electrelane have gone 




the Old Market (where The Legend! band featuring Scout Niblett and 
Sam from The Go! Team played heartbeat ante-natal support, a few 
months before Isaac's birth). ..In Berlin with Verity for an art gallery 
concert. . .frustrated by the fact we had no magazine around to celebrate 
Electrelane's wonderful, melody-drenched second album The Power Out 
in 2004 with a front cover. ..Numerous DJ spots where Electrelane's 
stunning choral piece 'The Valleys' was the only relief on another bleak, 
friendless night... 

And now Electrelane have gone. No fanfare, no flourishes: just a 
bottle of champagne passed down the front after a second, noisy encore 
(2001 single 'Film Music' followed by the Springsteen cover), a couple of 
hasty bows and that's it. 

"Do you think people are going to cry?" my wife asked early on, 
following an awesome version of 2007 single 'To The East', Susman 
moving possessed, throwing out formless words and near-shrieks into 
the void, as her keyboard built layer upon welter of emotion and desire. 
I found it difficult to answer. 

Sadly- or perhaps thankfully- 'To The East' was the set's highpoint, 
five songs in. After that stormy interlude, the band reduced the pressure 
with a muted version of new single, the reflective 'In Berlin' -and, two 
songs later, introduced tour support Anni Rossi to add violin to the 
metronomic pulse beat of 'The Greater Times' (about the only time they 
came close to a grand gesture). The guitar sounded oddly muted. It 
wasn't like it didn't fit in, or that Clarke wasn't giving her all - maybe it 
was that Susman was thrashing her keyboards so wildly during certain 
numbers ('In Berlin', set closer 'Long Dark', opening song 'Bells') that it 
countered the wildness, the dissonance. Even when Clarke was sawing 
her instrument across her amp (2001 B-side 'UOR', the heavily rocking 
'Between The Wolf And The Dog') it seemed subdued. 

As the end grew closer, the knowledge this was the final time seemed 
heavier in the air: odd yelps of "I love you Verity" and extended 
applause breaks (particularly following the first encore of 'On Parade' 
and 2005 single 'Two For Joy') interspersed the sound of a band finally 
winding down a musical legacy they can be immensely proud of. 

No Shouts, NoCalls\sJhe title of their final album. No shouts, no calls. 



Murray, took centre stage for the final show. 
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Red velvet curtains 

fall - and my camera lifts. 



a kind of hush 

Words: Cat Stevens 

Photography: Cat Stevens 

Language Of Stone Night 

VPRO Festival, Amsterdam 

Red velvet curtains fall - and my camera lifts 
- as a parade of America's brightest new 'new 
folk' musicians take to the VPRO radio station 
stage. Espers' Greg Weeks has in tow several 
artists from his Language Of Stone imprint 
(Orion Rigel Dommisse, Jesse Sparhawk and 
Festival), one of his favourite contemporaries 
(Mariee Sioux) and a bandmate from nascent 
supergroup Grass (Kevin Barker). 

First up are Barker's Currituck Co in song 
mode. Having oscillated in the past between 



traditional songwriting and improvisatory 
riff ing alongside drummer Otto Hauser 
(Devendra Banhart, Vetiver), Barker opts for 
the more intimate voyage of the troubadour, 
with his flowing black locks in full effect. 

Similarly attired, albeit with locks of gold, is 
the acute Jesse Sparhawk. Introduced to the 
audience in Dutch (the only words I make out 
are his name and 'total hippie'), Sparhawk sits 
with his backto the audience, but is precise to 
a fault. His acumen on electric guitar becomes 
ever clearer later as he progresses through 
harp glissandos on several of Dommisse's most 
powerful numbers. 

Orion Rigel Dommisse is the first 
revelation, singing tales of woe and fantasy 
with piano and electric cello. She attacks both 



instruments with fiery speed and deliberate 
whimsy. Mesmerising. 

Greg Weeks plays four new songs off his 
forthcoming Wichita release, before Native 
American singer Mariee Sioux takes the 
stage. The ancient folk tales contrast with 
her tiny frame- perched upon her stool, she 
appears all but 10 years old. 

Finally, Brooklyn-based sister act Festival 
(above) play an all too brief 45-minute set. 
Alexis and Lindsay Powell swap instruments 
and harmonise sweetly, while Mike Powell 
(unrelated) supports on percussion and violin. 
Those in attendance refuse to let them go 
easily, so a heartbreaking encore is delivered; 
a cover song from the 1 979 rags-to-riches 
movie. The Jerk. 



Animals And Men 

Westhill Community Centre, r 
Candles and Somerset cider: nervously 
excited 50-somethings run through songs 
which weren't even discovered first time 
round: young crowd bounces to the 
dislocated, violin-textured, ice age sound 
(imagine Au Pairs, Adam And The Ants, 
Kleenex, only not so): a lady takes us 
through a robot stomp as drums clatter. 
This is the MySpace no age, where even the 
most forgotten are allowed their moment 
of glory - to finish, this most mesmerising 
of Messthetics discoveries play their first 
encore in 30 years. 

Wait, scratch that, ever. 
Everett True 



Brudenell Social Club, Le 

A condensed review of the condensed 



To recap: aPatT excelled, tirelessly 
adventurous, Dot Wav scratching about 
the floor, smacking invisible demons with 
her maracas. Hands On Heads were 



full of boy-girl quiet riot screeching and 
punchy guitars; Sailors were beefy and 
awkward, drummer hunched over her kit, 
scanning for direction, discordant vocals 
gluing it together. Soeza pulled us all 
into line, beauty in its purest musical 
form, inviting and deserving of the array 
of agape jaws surrounding them. Gay 
Against You clamoured fearlessly over 
bodies, furniture and expectations. Brutal 
noise and comic interludes. 

"I can't play my guitar!" 

"Shit, is it broken?" 

"No, I just can't play it." 

It's a boil-wash Chinchillafest: too 
small but still cool. 
HayleyAvron 



Horse Hospital, Londo 

Sitting in schoolroom rows listening to 
loops is captivating, but it let's free the 
spare bits of your brain to daydream 
and remember. The discreetly imperfect 
repetitions played out by Pierre Bastien's 
Meccano inventions craftilv avoid 



boredom, so they turn loose imagination 
more freely than sounds from a computer. 
Set out like a stall, machines operate 
things you're used to humans playing - 
percussion, pipes, the guts of an accordion 
- a careful trumpet bringing out the 
juxtaposition. There's a camera fed to 
a projector, but when Bastien is busy with 
new sources of sound, people strain for it 
to pan or zoom. At the end he walks off, 
leaving the machines to run, and we take 
turns to crowd around. 
Robin Howells 

David Thomas Broughto 
Bishi/The Wave Pictures 
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I love sitars. So Bishi's determination 
to bend one to the whims of Western 
harmony, mixing up British folk, DIY 
songcraft and multi-ethnic dance-pop 
with stage school enthusiasm, proves 
hard not to love. She wears a miniature 
black top hat on the side of her head, 
looking like a committee-approved Slash 
for a happier 21 st Centurv. 



Those Wave Pictures can beat 
out their perfect melodies and wonky 
romanticism with a rare conviction, but 
something has always stopped me from 
fully embracing them. I think it must be the 
lyrics. Whenever a song seems to call for 
some grand truth to make us go "yeah ! ", 
instead they're singing about, I dunno, 
apples or some shit. I don't get it man. 

Until tonight, when I do. They've been 
growing into themselves over the past year 
or so, and I've been getting used to them 
in return. David Tattersall even rocks out 
on a ukulele, as will DT Broughton later 



in the evening. What the hell is going on? 
I thought I hated ukuleles. 
Ben Haggar 

British Sea Power 

The Amersham Arms, Lone 

Bereft of foliage and dancing bears, 
tonight British Sea Power are here to 
remind us that they are a rock band. 
A rock band who enjoy a good ramble 
around a war fortification, but a rock band 
nonetheless. And over the past four vears 
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How long does 
something go on for? 





over and over 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Photography: Steve Gillett 

Philip Glass: Music In 12 Parts 

Barbican, London 

Philip Glass composed the four-hour 
minimalist epic Music In 12 Parts between 
1971 and 1974, and has said that it was 
intended as a 'modular' piece: that its 1 2 
explorations of repetition could be performed 
separately or in any number of combinations. 

Tonight, as part of the Glassworks event 
to mark his 70th birthday, we get the whole 
nine yards, and there's a best-of-British feeling 
in the air; a lot of tea drunk in the intervals. 
But for those of us well-versed in techno, 
Sunn O))), noise all-dayers, the sheer scale 
of this concert is part of its appeal, key to its 
immersive potential. 12 Parts is one of those 
concert pieces that provokes questions it's fun 
to ask of the classical experience: how long 
does something go on for? Do you stay still 
or move around? Who or what do you follow? 
Is it integral or insulting to the music if its 
listener is also engaged elsewhere? 



With 12 Parts, one gets the feeling that 
Glass was asking those questions too, poking 
a spindly finger into the rock experience 
(and, pre-emptively, the dance experience) 
and asking what how its repetitive, 
disassociative traits produced such significant 
personal and communal experiences. 12 
Parts' instrumentation and non-hierarchical 
arrangement -electric keyboards, sax, flute, 
vocalist, arranged in a semi-circle, with no 
conductor and an onstage sound engineer 
rather ostentatiously 'part of the band' - 
suggests this, as do the oddly poppy snippets 
of melody that flutter from the dense 
structures at regular intervals. Glass himself 
directs from the keyboard, and the visual 
and aural impression is workshop-like, both 
in the learning and manufacturing sense. 

Also reminiscent of live rock music, albeit 
unintentionally, is the continuous tension 
regarding the sound - keys swamp flute and 
sax to the extent that one sax player is almost 
constantly gesticulating in a turn-this-up way 
to the soundman. The vocalist also dips in and 
out of earshot and thus, perhaps, confidence. 
This sensation of human frailty among the 



stridency of technology (the keyboards, the 
rigour of the piece itself) puts a weird spin on 
the locked-in atmosphere, giving it a nervous, 
brave edge that I did not expect. 

It's the phases and changes within each 
section that stay with you as relentless build- 
ups swerve off into euphoric new directions 
that, with only relatively slight alterations 
in melodyand emphasis, fee/blindingly 
new. In this sense, 12 Parts is such an intense 
and slightly demonic analogue of the 
ecstasy experience or the synthetic rush of 
a videogame that it's hard to believe it was 
written pre-acid house, for live players. I don't 
say this to provide a populist context, more to 
emphasise how 12 Parts chimes with a digital 
age that's assimilated repetition-as-pleasure 
in a way probably unimaginable in 1971. 

It ends with a repeated, incrementally 
growing melody twisting down and down 
until you think, that's just ridiculous, and the 
hipsters and the Radio Three stalwarts draw 
breath together, explode into cheers. It's like 
the climax of Richie Hawtin's dawn set at 
Sonar. You wouldn't want to hear it every day. 
And you want to hear it, all the time, forever. 



landscape, their new songs - the Hamilton- 
sung 'No Lucifer' with its "Easy, easy" 
terrace chant, the soaring Joe Meek-like 
'Waving Flags' - number some of their 
best yet, each a joyous tidal swash of 
sound as pretty as a perfect poem plucked 
from a leather-bound book. Boosted by 
violins and trumpets, the closing 'Carrion' 
sends us reeling out the door into the dark 
winter night dreaming of a better world 
beyond the confines of the city. 

In a word: magical. 
Ben Myers 



get acquainted 

r en Strain on the 
:estnewetcoutof 
nd 

Kalli causes your lonely little 
nodules of nerves to huddle 
r together and ask each 
if they're OK. A pupil of the 
r-songwriter as tearjerker 
)l (imagery related to stars, 
* in someone's arms, the 
?tc) but less nauseating. 
myspace.com/kallimi 



Skatar Superbly deranged kids 
from Reykjavik, who all the other 
superbly deranged kids from 
Reykjavik worship like the gold 
lame legging wearers they are. 
Parping bass, natty guitars and 
thwuncking skronkfighttime 
signatures with 10 fists; 'Skalholt' 
is everyone's new soundtrack to 
breaking their bedsprings (by 
jumping, thankyouverymuch). 
www.myspace.com/skatar 
The Telepathetics Angry pop 
shrinkwrapped into pinstripe 
waistcoats with pocket watches. 
n " ile sometimes self-consciously 



'epic' (and theirtinny MySpa 
tracks do little to recommem 
them), they're a hotly youthful 
live experience, causing girls 
to faint like goats and boys to 
buck the barriers. 
www.myspace.com/telepathi 
Ulpa One controls a board of 
switches and dials; the other 
cowers, lurches and sometimes 
screams (unexpectedly). Both 
release bottled-up dramatics 
violent, suspenseful waves. Tl 
filter, they fade, you leave be 
warmed and chilled. 
www.myspace.cor ' 
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, gregory 

Plan B's Parisian correspondent goes behind the streets 

I want to tell you first of the tectonic teens. Thought you should know. 
They're everywhere. 

The tectonic craze involves bad techno, scallyish street fashion, 
dancing in non-dark places, and so hardly plays an active part in my 
days or my nights, but its victims are on the streets, scattered like 
computerised pawns, tossing kinetic moves, battle-like, to the beats 
of their headphones; outside Les Halles, beside McDonald's, in front of 
Notre Dame. They transport the hum of the suburban nightclub to the 
city's streets; perform lightning speed dance rituals to the amusement 
of passers-by. We hear nothing, see only over-enthusiastic body-pops, 
and a reworked mashed potato, triple-speed. 

But the Paris of now, the Paris of new, that I seek to hear is... here! 

In an old circus hall, where you can munch on tartetatin before the 
ta-ta-ta of the concert begins, under red circus sheets on dark wooden 
tables drink blackcurrant kir. I say. Tender Forever has been throwing 
her gall into indie raps that make us chuckle. I hearther,/e/'a/777eb/en, 
as she throws herself gasping into the crowd with mock delight, her 
breaths of verse verba I projections that, I ike the tecton ic movers, don't 
allow herto pause. She's energy forthe cause. 

In an art-music warehouse decorated with corrugated cardboard 
and coiffured girls in cardigans, a 'DIY boogie' prompts cassettes to b 
scratched, and artists to rip-off George Brassens, tambourine in hand 

Across the canal, I want Piano Magic to be as sparkl ing as their 
name and as brave as the man who sets up his piano outside the Opera 
Bastille and twinkles keys amidst clochards, pigeons and, yes -tectonic 
teens. But their moodiness is more like the vice of a sombre lover, once 
attractive but now rather boring, fixated with the pavement when the 
sky above is blue. 

If their vocalist is an example of wilfully torn soul dragged through 
the gallows, Julie Doiron -joyous - is a darned-up soul dancing. 

I didn't expect her to be so funny, I didn't her expect to rock. I mean, 
I expected herto rock, but quietly, with melancholy frayed edges and 
tear-stained cheeks, beauty in sadness and parties in honour of it. She 
launches into each first note head back, fringe forward, chord-creaking 
fingers fast; sometimes a giggle at her words, a smile to herself or 
towards the drum-kit, where Dick aka Fred (or Fred aka Dick, I'm not 
sure which) plays precisely, like it really really matters, which it does. 
He's a like your granddad in a twentysomething's body. 

He has the self-deprecating stance of obscenely tall men; slouched, 
accommodating, quietly humorous. She's the example of a lady clearly 
more than once wounded, gathering up her aftermath to guitar-pick 
it into something happy and almost never-been hurt. She's a reminder 
why it's preferable to prise yourself out of hibernation for an evening 
to hear the sounds playing inacai/e-a-wTis-damp, underground, but 
nothing to do with techno. 



it around as she dances and falls to 
the floor and writhes around on the 
floor and opens her big eyes wide and 
scrambles up and dances into the crowd 
and dances with boys and dances on the 
stage again. 

This... continues. It continues through 
'Alice Practice' and 'Untitled Unfinished' 
and 'Crimewave' and all the songs and 
all the remixes and they sound OK in 
a 2002 Wish I Was At A Nightclub Off My 
Tits Back When I UsedTo Do Druqs Instead 



Of 2007 In Fucking Stockholm Where 
Beers Cost Ten Thousand Pounds A Pint 
And No Fucker Even Does Drugs Anyway 
kind of way. 

It continues, and sometimes she is at 
the front of stage with the wide eyes and 
sometimes she is in the audience with 
the wide eyes and at one point she is up 
high grabbing at things on the ceiling 
and looking at them with the wide eyes; 
it continues and the boy is whispering 
that he wants to rape her and I am stifling 
yawning with my hand because isn't 
wanting to rape lead singers basically 
what lead singers are for and I would 
have expected something a little more 
unpredictable from this boy but there 
you are. 

Also I am thinking that I would 
have expected something a little more 
unpredictable from Crystal Castles, 
like that perhaps the girl might play an 
instrument instead of just widening her 
eyes at the flashy thing and wailing and 
rolling while one boy drums and another 
boy makes bleeps on the synth but then 
I guess I'm just greedy or something, so 
just close my eyes and party like it's 2002 
and then everything is kind of alright and 
then it ends. 
Miss AMP 



Berns, Stockho 

After about a bazillion years Crystal 
Castles take to the stage. By the time we 
get to the front the girl is crouching like a 
frog on top of a monitor; mic pressed to lip, 
eyes up, wide, black-rimmed and pointy- 
lashed. She is all hooded top and stick-leg 
leggings, uncurling to life as the sirens of 
'CCastlesVsKlaxons' ripple through the air. 
She is holding a strobe light thing, it is 
an Epileptic Fit On A Stick, and she waves 



Barden's Boudoir, Londo 

The place is full of Americans, all drunk 
and too young to be legal at home, but 
then, Girl Talk - the much-hyped project 
of ace mash-up monkey Gregg Gillis - is 
like totally huge in the States. He busts 
out the sweaty laptop and starts crunking 
out anthems. 

Everyone seems to know the words, 
not because they know the original - 
they're too young for that - but because 
they've been gettin' down to the 'Talk. 
Kids storm the stage; Gillis, shirtless and 
sportin' the 'tache he's grown since giving 
up the day job [as an engineer, nota bene] 
is the eye of the storm. Girls are taking 
their clothes off and shit. They have me 
shaking my head in rueful recognition. 
It's cheesy, almost ugly, and totally 
fucking bangin'. 

Only an American could pull this off: 
the sheer shit-yeah-why-the-fuck-not-ness 
of it. Oh, but it's great. 
Jesse Darlin' 

The Mountain Goats 

Union Chapel, Lond 

For followers of The Mountain Goats, 
a church setting, with its twinkling candles, 
razor-sharp acoustics and atmosphere 
of reverence, is more than perfect for 
a rare UK pre-release gig. Though John 
Darnielle and bassist Peter Hughes seem 
initially awkward, the moment they launch 
into a totally unravelled version of 'Wild 
Sage' they come to life, with Darnielle's 
voice soaring upwards from the alter. 
Without an ounce of conceit or self- 
consciousness, he gestures frenetically, 
throwing out rubbery arms and even 
slapping himself during his poignant, 
literary lyrics. 

The songs are punctuated by his warm, 
jittery commentary; sometimes telling 
a story about the lyrics, but wait it's the 
wrong song, and oh this song has no story, 
but his friend's dad covered it. . . 



When Darnielle asks, "Is my man 
Eddie in the house? " who would have 
guessed it's Eddie Argos of Art Brut, who 
duets on 'Best Ever Death Metal Band In 
Denton', gleefully chorusing "Hail Satan" 
- something to do in every church you play. 
Nancy Smallwood 

Nalle 

Gramaphone, Lond 

" Her voice always makes me feel so 
calm," my companion spoke to me softly 
in a brief interval between songs as Nalle 
swap instruments, clarinet for bazouki, 
kantele for acoustic guitar, " But like, on 
the edge of a cliff..." 

People who have experienced near- 
death experiences have reported hearing 
music in those brief moments of ecstatic 
drift from consciousness. If semi- 
improvised music always involves a 
kind of figurative plunge off the edge 
of a precipice, a Kierkegaardian leap of 
faith into the unknown, Nalle go one 
further and present the very sound of 
this freefall towards oblivion, the noise of 
wind rushing past your ears, the voices of 
angels beckoning you towards paradise. 

Crafting a new kind of folk music that 
is far from both the hippie swap-meet of 
Sunburned Hand Of The Man and the frat- 
boy experimentalism of Animal Collective, 
Nalle employ a combination of patient, 
sensitive and careful research into the 
ancestral musics of northern Europe 
with the most contemporary extended 
instrumental techniques, all wrapped in 
a softly enveloping, yet eerily unheimlich 
cocoon of noise and feedback, static 
and fizz. 

And soaring above all this: that voice. 
A piercing cry, veering between Finnish, 
English and a sublime wordless glossolalia, 
at once both utterly autochthonous and 
thoroughly deterritorialised, a cosmic 
astral projection; a message from outer 
space rendered somehow intimate and 
friendly as a kiss on the cheek. 

"I'm trembling," my companion 
confesses, as the show draws gently, 
without fanfare, to a close. 
R William Barry 

Ski 

Barden's Boudoir, London 

The Sic Alps cope admirably with the 
limitations of the two men formula in 
rock'n'roll. There aren't that many male 
duos that thrive on stage or resist the 
temptation to throw in an additional 
drummer or a keyboardist, or at least 
someone to rattle a tambourine here 
and there. But the Alps' Mike Donovan 
has developed a unique way of drumming 
one-handed while striking a chord with 
the other, and frontman Matt Hartman 
does things with a microphone that should 
perhaps be classed as obscene, chewing 
it to make yet more noise and thereby 
using every available limb.That said, 
the fact both performers share a stage 
with the notorious John Dwyer in other 
configurations does creates unsatisfiable 
expectations of chaos mixed in with the, 
hazy-fuzzy garage blues. But even if no one 
breaks an arm leaping from the ceiling in 
fishnets tonight, the Sic Alps are quickly 
made to realise that bringing no merch 
on tour was a mistake - we want more. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
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BATTLE FOR A $1 MILLION RECORDING CONTRACT 



JAN 15, 2008 
JAN 17, 2008 
JAN 20, 2008 
JAN 23, 2008 
JAN 25, 2008 



ASTORIA 2 

ACADEMY MAIN ROOM 

TRIPOD 

CARLING ACADEMY 

ACADEMY 1 



LONDON 
BIRMINGHAM 

DUBLIN 

GLASGOW 

MANCHESTER 
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ONE BAND. ONE CONTRACT. ONE MILLION 
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BABA YAGA'S HUT 

Wednesday February 13th 7.30 p 

POPPY AND THE 
EZEBEI/ 1 

VIOLET VIOLET 
plus support tbc 
+ mystery M sets 

AN ELECTRIC STORM %' ( 

Friday February 15th 8 pm £8 

CLARK ( Warp Records ) 
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LITTLE SPARTA nlbum launch 
JOHN AND JHHN 
plus support tbc 

Corsica Studios 4/5 Elephant Road London SL17 1LU 

020 7703 4760 wwvv.corskastudiosxom 
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now booking: roadburn 

Interview: Louis Pattison 

What's the history of Roadburn? When did you found it, and 
how many years has it been running? 

"At first it was an e-zine for those who seek the heavy rock 
underground. Space rock. Stoner rock. Doom. Heavy Psych. We - 
that's me and Roadburn's Jurgen van den Brand - have been covering 
the cutting edge since day one, while still honouring the forefathers, 
all to keep in touch with the riff. 

"The Roadburn Festival has emerged as an event in its own right, 
and it's become the pre-eminent underground festival for stoner 
rock and beyond. It's a raising of musical consciousness and brotherly 
and sisterly love, a communion with THEE MIGHTY RIFF, a time and 
place to get high en masse and bask in the heaviness. Despite its 
international acclaim, Roadburn retains an underground vibe and 
ethics, but with seriously big-league production values." 

Anyone you've booked this year who you consider to be 
a bit of a coup, or someone you've been chasing for ages? 

"A tough question to answer as we book the bands from the gut, 
and from an artistic point of view, because we're fans. 

"There's no financial motivation behind the bookings-the only 
thing we want to maintain is the quality of the festival, and the bands 
on offer. I like all the bands for Roadburn 2008, but I'm extremely 
happy with the booking of Current 93, the Groundhogs, Trouble, Isis, 
Earthless, Electric Wizard and Celtic Frost [above]." 

How did you get in touch with Current 93 "s David Tibet, and 
what does he have planned? 

"I was talking to Gary Ramon from Sundial and he told me that he 
spoke with David Tibet about the Roadburn festival a couple of times. 
It seemed that David really liked a lot of the bands who had played 
Roadburn, and that he admired the festival itself as well. Over the 
course of a few weeks, David decided to curate a special long-day 
event at Roadburn 2008, which I'm extremely proud of. David has 
confirmed Om and Baby Dee for his Roadburn event, and he's 
currently talking to three other bands to appear. All his invitees 
are among David's favorites." 

What's been your favourite Roadburn moment from 
previous years? 

"Hawkwind headlined the 1 1th Roadburn Festival in 2006. 1 really 
like Hawkind since 1982 so I really considered them a coup. A few 
weeks prior to the festival, Dave Brock called me out of the blue and 
we spoke for like 40 minutes about Sixties art and visuals. I really like 
those psychedelic lightshows, so to talk with Dave about this was 
a dream come true, and my most precious Roadburn moment." 
(Walter Hoeij makers) 



field day 

Plan B is an official partner for 
this London all-dayer, back for 
a second year and hopefully 
this time without all those 
queuing mishaps. 
Check fielddayfestivals.com 
London Victoria Park (August 9) 



all tomorrow's parties: curated 
by explosions in the sky 

Explosions In The Sky curate a three-day bill 
starring Broken Social Scene, Iron And Wine, 
Dinosaur Jr,Adem, Polvo,Animal Collective, 
Eluvium, Ola Podrida, Lazarus, The Paper 
Chase, Four Tet, Western Keys, Silver Jews, 
Jens Lekman, Mono, Tony Teardrop, The Drift, 
A HawkAnd A Hacksaw, Ghostface Killah, 
and...AndYouWillKnowUsByTheTrailOf 
Dead. 

Minehead Butlins Holiday Centre 
(May 16-18) 

atp vs pitchfork 

All Tomorrow's Parties returns to Camber 
Sands with a bill picked by 'influential 
webzine 1 Pitchfork. Ween, Sebadoh, Man 
Man, Dirty Projectors, Pissed Jeans, Caribou, 
Fuck Buttons, Glass Candy, Los Campesinos!, 
Marissa Nadler, Jens Lekman and Of 
Montreal, www.atpfestival.com 
Camber Sands Pontins (May 9-11) 

shirley collins' folk roots, 
new routes 

A five-day series of performances and talks in 
the Queen Elizabeth Hall and Purcell Room 
programmed by the renowned folk singer 
Shirley Collins. The America OverThe Water 
talk in the Purcell Room (an account of her 
journeys with Alan Lomax) was a surprise 
hit event of 2006, while festival-goers at this 
year's Green Man crowded into the books 
tent every afternoon to hear Collins talking 
about not only her American adventures but 
also the gypsy music of her native Sussex. 
Collins is sure to bring the same generosity of 
spirit to 'Folk Roots', and the diverse line-up 
of expected guests will attest to an influence 
and an address book that extends far beyond 
the world of folk music 

"Shirley's talks are a must for anyone 
interested in traditional music. She illustrates 
her anecdotes with carefully chosen 
recordings, guiding you through some 
spellbinding examples of folk musicfrom 
the UK and US, and bringing to life the stories 
and people behind the songs with wit and 
warmth" - Frances Morgan 
London Southbank Centre (March 
25-30) 



Dutch festival returns with a bill to die (or kill) for. Celtic Frost, Boris, Jesujia Carrera, 
Neurosis' Scott Kelly, Electric Wizard, Acid Mothers Guru, Cult Of Luna, The Heads, 
Nadja, Isis, Grand Magus, Witchcraft, Capricorns, Taint, and a special day-long 
affiliated event curated by Current 93's dark patriarch David Tibet, featuring Om and 
Current93.www.roadburn.com 
Tilberg 013 (April 17-20) 




supersonic 

Plan B is proud to sponsor 
Capsule's annual metal/noise/ 
folk gathering. 
www.capsule.org.uk 
Birmingham Custard Factory 
(July 18-19) 



connect music 2008 

Scottish festival, back for a second year. 

www.connectmusicfestival.com 

Argyll Inveraray Castle (August 29-31) 

green man 

Wales' indie/folk/electronica festival returns 
to the hills of mid-Wales. 
www.thegreenmanfestival.co.uk 
Glanusk Park, Brecon Beacons, Wales 
(August 15-1 7) 

instal 

Brave new music festival returns to Scotland, 
with 'group energy 1 project Energy Birth 
Forms (featuring Incapacitants, Alan Silva, 
David Keenan, and Donald Dietrick of 
Borbetomagus ), auto-destructive art show 
Self Cancellation, and performances from 
MV&EE AndThe Golden Road, Richard 
Youngsandmore.www.arika.org.uk 
GlasgowThe Arches (February 15-17) 

latitude 

Well, spray-paint a sheep, if it isn't 
the third annual Latitude festival. 
www.latitudefestival.co.uk 
Suffolk Henham Park (July 1 7-20) 

meltdown festival 

Who'll fill the seat previously warmed by 
Robert Wyatt, Patti Smith and Jarvis Cocker? 
Lips are still sealed but here are the dates. 
London Southbank Centre (June 14-28) 

radiophonia 

Celebrating the 50th Anniversary of the BBC 
Radiophonic Workshop, the inhouse sound 
team that played a key part in the evolution 
of electronic music. Appearing is Dick Mills, 
Jean-Jacques Perrey, Dana Countryman and 
Broadcast. Daytime entry is free, while the 
evening concert costs £5. 
www.thesagegateshead.org 
Gateshead The Sage (March 1) 

underage festival 

Elephant And Castle's kids-only event holds 
another outdoor all-dayer. Over 1 8? You'll 
be needing your fake ID, granddad. 
www.myspace.com/underage_club 
London Victoria Park (August 8) 



end of the road 

Plan B is a-glow with 
anticipation as we 
contemplate a return 
to the leafy copses and 
verdant meadows of 
Wiltshire forthe third 
instalment of the UK's 'best 
new festival', as judged 
by the UK Festival Awards 
2006 (who presumably 
know something about 
this sort of thing). 
endoftheroadfestival.com 
LarmerTree Gardens, 
Wiltshire (September 12-14) 
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acoustic lady land 

Punk jazzers blaze out crazily at Baba 
Yaga's Hut, with support from Supreme 
Vagabond Craftsman. 
London Corsica Studios (January 30) 

american music club 

A rare UK tour from Mark Eitzel's reunited 
sadcore merchants, in advance of new album 
The Golden Age. 

Bristol Thekla (February 3), Leeds 
Irish Centre (5), Manchester Academy 
3 (6), Newcastle The Cluny (7), 
Glasgow Oran Mor (8), Nottingham 
Rescue Rooms (9), Birmingham Glee 
Club (1 0), Brighton Concorde 2 (1 2), 
London Dingwalls (1 3), Norwich Arts 
Centre (20) 

art brut 

Wry wit and Stella-fuelled buffoonery from 
Eddie Argos and friends. 
London ULU (February 5-6) 

avenged sevenfold 

Californian metalcore. 
Southampton Guildhall (January 
17), Norwich UEA (18), Wolves Civic 
(20), Manchester Academy (21), 
Nottingham Rock City (23), London 
Brixton Academy (24), Leeds University 
(26), Cardiff University (27), Newcastle 
Academy (29) 

band of horses 

Sub Pop's new recruits tour their second 
album, Cease To Begin. 
Birmingham Academy 2 (February 23), 
Manchester Academy 3 (24) 

baroness 

Savannah, Georgia rockers rumble across 
the UK on the mighty engine of their new 
album Red, out now on Relapse. Support 
from Kylesa. 

Bristol The Croft (January 28), 
Birmingham Custard Factory (29), 
Manchester Star And Garter (30), 
Glasgow Nice N'Sleazy (31), Sheffield 
The Corporation (February 1), London 
Water Rats (2), Brighton Barfly (3) 

bass clef 

Trombone-wielding bass maverick blows for 
jungle night Yardcore. "While trombone, 
theremin, alien percussion, washes of strings, 
or a melancholy voice weave around and fill 
out Bass Clef's beats and bass, you're always 
reminded of what's not there: what used to 
be there, and what'll soon be gone," writes 
Frances Morgan in Plan ##25. 
London Corsica Studios (January 18) 

janebirkin 

The former model, Blowup actress, and 
erstwhile wife of Gainsbourg returns to 
London to reinvent the songs of old Serge. 
London Roundhouse (March 1) 

frank black 

Here's what Frank says: "In February I will be 
on tour in the U.K. and Europe promoting my 
debut Black Francis release Bluefinger. All of 
the 1 1 songs are inspired by Dutch rocker 
and painter Herman Brood. The record will 
be performed in its entirety with the sessions 
line-up of me on vocals and guitar, Dan 
Schmid on bass, and Jason Carter on drums. 
Absent from the line-up is vocalist Violet 
Clark, who happily left a recentWest Coast 



earth 

Plan Bare proud to sponsor the return 
of Dylan Carlson's mighty drone project 
Earth to UK shores, in support of the 
new drone gospel sounds of The Bee 
Made Honey In The Lion 's Skull, out 
February on Southern Lord. Support 
at all shows from Sir Richard Bishop, 
formerly of Sun City Girls. 
Bristol Cooler (February 6), 
Manchester Contact Theatre (7), 
Newcastle Sage 2 (8), Glasgow 
Stereo (9), Birmingham Medicine 
Bar(11), London TBC(12) 



swing of the tour after discovering she was 
pregnant with our fourth child ! " 
GlasgowThe Garage (February 10), 
Manchester Academy 2 (1 2), London 
Koko(13) 

blurt 

Post-punk legendTed Milton parps sax, with 
support from Chik Budo and Electricity In 
Our Homes. 
London Corsica Studios (February 16) 

thebongolian 

The UK's premier exponent of bongo-driven 

freakbeatdoBlowUp. 

London Metro Club (February 2) 

british sea power 

Brighton's most upstanding gentleman 
entertainers take the grand charabanc that is 
Do You Like Rock Music? out around the UK. 
Belfast Spring And Airbrake (January 
1 7), Dublin Whelan's (1 8), Norwich 
Waterfront (20), Portsmouth 
Wedgewood Rooms (21), Nottingham 
Rescue Rooms (22), Leeds Irish Centre 
(23), Kendal Brewery (24), Glasgow 
The Arches (26), Manchester Academy 
(27), Oxford Academy (28), Brighton 
Komedia (29), London Koko (31) 

chicken legs weaver/david 
cronenberg's wife/larry 
pickleman/steve white and 
the lips 

Bluesy Sheffield eccentrics, with antifolk (UK) 

support. 

London 1 00 Club (January 1 7) 

client 

Uniformed electro-pop hostesses warm up 

for their Scandinavian tour. 

London Soho Revue Bar (January 24) 

eels 

Mark 'E' Everett, now best known as the son 
of the man who developed the 'many worlds' 
theory of quantum mechanics, tours his 
downbeat indie-rock. In an alternate reality, 
this tour also includes a sold-out 1 0-night 
residency atWembley Stadium. 
Birmingham Town Hall (February 26), 
Manchester Bridgewater Hall (27), 
Sage Gateshead (March 1), Brighton 
Dome (2) 

electric 6 

Dick Valentine has some tour dates to put 
in you. 

London Islington Academy (February 
1 9), Liverpool Academy (20), 
Newcastle Academy 2 (21), Oxford 
Academy (24), Bristol Academy (25), 
Birmingham Academy 2 (27) 




on tour: explosions in the sky 

Interview: Digby Bodenham 

How was your most recent European tour? 

Chris: "We just got back from a week of shows in Spain, which 
as you might imagine was pretty great. We just played four shows. 
We'll be doing the UK in January and then a whole European tour 
in May." 

Are you looking forward to it? 

"We are. It's a little daunting, we have from January to June pretty 
much non-stop touring, it's exciting but you kind of dread it as well. 
You get a little homesick and start to go nuts a bit. After that, we'll be 
done for a couple of years probably. After June, I don't know when 
we'll tour again. We'll probably just stay home most of the time and 
work on our new record." 

What do you listen to when you're on the road? 

"These last few months of touring we've had a lot more silence in 
ourears. Some times you get a little burned out, it'sthe kind of thing 
where you go through your iPod and don't like any of it anymore. I've 
been listening to that band The National, that's the band I've been 
listening to a lot in the last couple of months." 

How have you found it choosing bands for your ATP festival 
you are curating in May? 

"It's going to be about 45 bands and we've got 20 confirmed so 
far. This might be one of the highlights of anything we've ever done - 
it's still at the point where I can't believe we're doing this. Pretty much 
every band that's confirmed we're excited about. We tried to get 
Neutral Milk Hotel to reform but that didn't work. I think they're 
one of those bands that every band who curates ATP tries to go after, 
but sadly it's just not happening! I mean, it wasn't a surprise. 

" I guess we're disappointed we didn't get Panda Bear, although 
we did get Animal Collective. He doesn't want to do it, although 
he will be there -that was a disappointment. But overall we're 
pretty excited." 

Do you approach playing festivals differently from your 
own shows? 

"Kind of. We used to hate playing festivals, but lately we've been 
playing a lot of these ridiculous large Coachel la-type festivals. One 
school of thought is that there's not really a whole lot of pressure, 
because there's a lot of people there who have never heard us before, 
and if they don't like it, well, they don't like it. But I guess now we've 
begun to look at them as a challenge- it's about playing for these 
new people and convincing them to like you. Generally it's a shorter 
set list, we don't try to play the hits because we don't really have 
any. Anything you're getting is going to be some seven- or eight- 
minute ridiculous song." 
(Chris Hrasky) 

Emotive post-Mogwai shoescape soundgazing courtesy of those four stand-up guys 
from Austin, Texas. 

Brighton Concorde (January 23), Bristol Anson Rooms (24), Dublin The 
Village (26), Glasgow Barrowlands (27), Manchester Academy (29), 
London Astoria (30), Minehead Butlins Holiday Centre (May 16-18) 
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enon 

Touch And Go rockers tour their fourth 
album, last year's Grass Geysers. . . Carbon 
Clouds. "Enon remain charming, oblique 
and cute enough to make you think you 
might finally getthat hug — nexttime. Until 
then, there's always the pleasures of a mild 
concussion," wrote kicking_k in Plan £#26. 
Ramsgate Belgian Bar (February 1), 
Nottingham The Maze (2), Exeter 
Cavern Club (3), London Luminaire 
(4), Edinburgh Cabaret Voltaire (5), 
GlasgowThe New Stereo (6), Leeds 
Faversham (7), Norwhich Arts Centre 
(8), Oxford The Cellar (9) 

gallows 

Tattooed punk standard bearers return to the 
fray with support from jelly-bellied Canadian 
punks Fucked Up, Californian hardcore crew 
Set Your Goals and nu skool thrashers SSS. 
"Gallows singer Frank Carter is only on stage 
for the first few seconds of 'Come Friendly 
Bombs' before he launches himself out into 
the crowd and manages to run across the 
first five rows of hands like a nine-stone 
ginger Jesus lizard, before disappearing into 
the white-capped swell of the pit," writes 
JohnDoranin/to£#27. 
Norwich UEA (February 1 5), 
Birmingham Academy (1 6), Cardiff 
University (18), Birmingham Rock 
City (19), Manchester Academy 
(21), Glasgow ABC (23), Leeds Met 
University (24), Exeter lemon Grove 
(26), Portsmouth Pyramid (27), London 
Astoria (29) 

girls aloud 

Every self-respecting Poptimist's automaton- 
like girlbot fantasy hit the arenas for the 
Tangled Up tour. Submit! Submit! 
Glasgow SECC (May 7), Bournemouth 
International Centre (11), Brighton 



now booking: sparks 

Interview: Louis Pattison 

Is there an album in particular you are 
looking forward to returning to? 

"As most of the songs have never been 
performed live, it will be a treat to do them 
for the first time. There are lots of gems that 
we are looking forward to." 

...and speaking honestly, is there an 
album you'd rather miss out? 

"They are all like our little children - how 
can you hate one of your offspring?! " 

Twenty-one consecutive shows is 
a lot of shows. How do Sparks plan to 
keep their collective stamina up with 
such a gruelling schedule? 

"Six months of intensive physical training 
as well as daily rehearsals. We'll be fine. We 
are hoping that the audience will be able to 
keep up with us!" 

So we're a fly on the wall backstage. 
What are the more outrageous demands 
we'll be hearing? 

"I said 'dressing on the side'!" 

You know the real hardcore Sparks 
fans? What's their favourite Sparks 
album, the one that the everyday fans 
aren't really familiar with? 

" Maybe our first album, Halfnelson?" 
(Russell Mael) 

Ron and Russell play 21 albums in 21 nights. 
London Carling Academy (May 16-June 13) 



Centre (1 3), London 02 Arena (1 7), 
Cardiff International Arena (1 8), 
Nottingham Arena (20), Sheffield 
Arena (21), Birmingham NIA (23), 
Newcastle Metro Radio Arena (25), 
Aberdeen ECC (27), Liverpool Arena 
(30), Manchester Evening News 
Arena (31) 

glasvegas 

Melancholy Scots bring their thick brogue 
and shimmering Mary Chain rumble to the 
following venues. 
Sheffield Plug (January 26), 
Birmingham The Place I Love (February 
7), London Proud Gallery (8), Exeter 
The Hub (9), Canterbury Studio 41(11) 

richard hawley 

Lugubrious Sheffield crooner with Pulp 
connections tours in support of his second 
album for Mute, Lady's Bridge. 
Leicester De Montford Hall (February 
11), York Opera House (18) 

hayseed dixie 

Corn-chewing bumpkins steer a combine 
harvester through the back catalogues of 
AC/DC, Kiss and so on. 
Belfast Empire (February 27), Derry 
Nerve Centre (28), Cambridge Junction 
(March 4), Norwich Waterfront (5), 
Birmingham Academy 2 (6), 
Northampton Roadmenders (7), 
Nottingham Rock City (8), Manchester 
Academy (9), Leeds Rio (1 0), Worcester 
Huntingdon Hall (1 2), Oxford Zodiac 
Rooms (13), Falmouth Pavilion (14), 
Exeter Phoenix (1 6), Stroud 
Subscription Rooms (1 7), Cardiff The 
Point (19), Inverness The Ironworks 
(2 1 ), Wick The Waterfront (22), Orkney 
Fusion (23), Aberdeen The Lemon Tree 
(25), Banchory The Woodend Barn (26), 



Dundee Fat Sams (27), Edinburgh 
Liquid Rooms (28), Glasgow ABC (29), 
Newcastle Academy 2 (31) 

robin hitchcock 

Former Soft Boys guitarist and exponent 
of English psychedelia returns to the South 
Bank to play songs from 1 984's / Often 
Dream Of Trains, recently re-released as part 
of a five-CD box set. Support from Rasputina. 
London Queen Elizabeth Hall 
(January 29) 

hot chip 

Roland SH-101 , Micro Kong, Casiotone MT- 
70, MPC drum machine and a little dude 
with big glasses who thinks he's Stevie 
Wonder. Big-hearted UK electro-pop sorts 
tour their fine new album Made In The Dark. 
Leicester University (February 14), 
Leeds University (1 5), Manchester 
Academy (1 6), Portsmouth Pyramid 
Centre (1 8), Oxford Academy (1 9), 
Norwich UAE (20), Wolverhampton 
Wulfrun (22), Preston 53 Degrees (23), 
Bristol Academy (24), Glasgow ABC 
(26), Newcastle University (27), 
Brighton Corn Exchange (28), London 
Brixton Academy (29) 

jenny hoyston 

Erase Errata angle-grinder turned solo 
musician/artist/DJ/creative-force-without- 
portfolio tours her solo album Isle Of. 
Nottingham Maze (February 15), 
Oxford TBA (1 6), Leeds Brudnell Social 
Club (1 7), London Gramaphone (1 8) 

hundred reasons 

Curly-topped hardcore bucks turned well- 
worn veterans of British emo still loving life 
on the road. 

Exeter Lemon Grove (January 11), 
Cardiff The Point (1 2), Plymouth Hub 



(13), Southampton University 
(14), Brighton Concorde II (1 5), 
Wolverhampton Wulfren Hall (17), 
Manchester M.D.H (18), Glasgow 
Q.M.U (19), Leeds Cockpit (20), 
Newcastle Academy II (21), London 
Astoria Theatre (23), Norwich 
Waterfront (24) 

i was a cub scout 

Synth-drenched indie kids on XL tour the 
new album / Want You To KnowThere Is 
Always Hope. 

Tunbridge Wells Forum (February 2), 
Oxford Zodiac (4), Nottingham Rock 
City (5), Sheffield Corporation (6), 
York Fibbers (7), Carlisle Brickyard 
(8), Glasgow KingTut's (9), Edinburgh 
Cabaret Voltaire (10), Liverpool Barfly 
(1 2), Newcastle Academy 2 (1 3), 
Hartlepool Studio (14), Manchester 
Roadhouse (1 5), Leeds Cockpit 
(16), Trowbridge Terry's (17), Cardiff 
Barfly (1 8), Exeter Cavern (1 9), Bristol 
Croft (20), Brighton Freebutt (21), 
Bedford Esquires (22), Southampton 
Joiners (23), Leicester Charlotte 
(24), Southend Chinnerys (25), 
Wolverhampton Little Civic (26), 
London Underworld (27), Cambridge 
Barfly (28) 

the jesus and mary chain 

The Reid brothers continue down the 
comeback trail. "Few bands manage to make 
songs about death and disease so uplifting, 
and conversely, words like 'honey' and 
'candy' so positively filthy. This is the music 
we fell in love to, and it still sends shivers 
down our spines" - Pil and Galia Kollectiv, 
Plan B #26 
London Roundhouse (March 11-12) 

kula shaker 

The Nineties revival is officially upon us, as 
Crispian Mills' ersatz-Indian Britpop troupe 
rise like a phoenix from the flames. Flaming 
Swastikas probably not on agenda. 
Warrington Parr Hall (January 27), 
Aberdeen Moshulu (28), Dundee Fat 
Sams (29), Edinburgh Liquid Rooms 
(30), Exeter Lemon Grove (February 
4), Bristol Anson Rooms (5), Norwich 
Waterfront (6), London Shepherds 
Bush (8), Birmingham Carling 
Academy (9) 

joe lean and the jing jang jong 

The most well-bred man in British rock 
(family tree includes Sigmund Freud, Baron 
and Baroness Von Moyland, and Edward 
L Bernays, the inventor of modern-day 
public relations, fact fans) tour their 
Razorlight-like indie. 
Southend Chinnerys (January 14), 
LeicesterThe Charlotte (15), 
Northampton Soundhaus (16), 
Colchester Arts Centre (23) 

ida maria 

Cranked guitar and lascivious sentiments 
from rural Norway's indie-punk queen. 
London Dublin Castle (January 1 5), 
London 229 (January 16) 

larry pickleman/mertle/ 
the legend! 

Antifolk (UK) sorts beckon in the New Year 
with 2008's first Sunday Sermon. 
Brighton Queens Road (January 6) 
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levy 

Elegaic New York rockers led by the 
eponymous James Levy bring their One 
Little Indian album Glorious to the UK. 
London Bar Academy (January 14), 
Liverpool Barfly (15), Edinburgh 
Cabaret Voltaire (1 5), Glasgow Barfly 
(1 7), Northampton The Racehorse (1 8), 
Southampton Unit 22 (19), Brighton 
Pressure Point (21), Birmingham Bar 
Academy (22), Bristol Louisiana (23), 
Hull Adelphi (24), Norwich Queen 
Charlotte (25), Doncaster Woolpack 
(26), London Dublin Castle (29) 

themaeshi 

UK date from Los Angeles indie rockers 
freshly signed to Moshi Moshi and showing 
off new album HLLLYH. 
London Gramophone (January 30) 

maths class 

Handful of dates from skittery Brighton art- 
rock quintet. 

London Bardens Boudoir (January 1 2), 
London Buffalo Bar(16), Hitchin Club 
85(18) 

megadeth 

Vaunted Eighties metal vanguard persist 
with the hard rock, laboured puns about war 
and killing. 

Norwich UEA (February 1 7), 
Nottingham Rock City (1 8), Glasgow 
Academy (1 9), Newcastle Academy 
(20), Birmingham Academy (22), 
Manchester Academy (23), Brixton 
Academy (24) 

my bloody valentine 

They said it would never happen, but here 
it is: Kevin Shields' feedback explorers glide 
back into your life. 

London Roundhouse (June 20-23), 
Manchester Apollo (28-29), Glasgow 
Barrowland (July 2-3) 

kate nash 

She could have been antifolk (UK), but she 
got really famous instead. 
Nottingham Rock City (March 2), 
Preston Guildhall (5), Lincoln Engine 
(8), Portsmouth Guildhall (9) 

king creosote 

The Fence Collective's founding father, aka 
Fife-based Kenny Anderson, shows his smart 
side with current album Bombshell. 
Manchester Academy 3 (January 29), 
London Islington Academy (31) 

loscampesinos! 

So twee went and got a sense of humour. 
Los Camp! hit the road in support of debut 
album Hold On Now, Youngster. . . out 
February on Wichita. 
Birmingham Academy 2 (February 
13), Northumbria Uni Stage 2 (16), 
Manchester Club Academy (1 8), 
Bedford Esquires (22) 

gary numan 

Gary's 50 years old, and for his birthday he 
gets to take Replicas out on the road. Happy 
birthday, Gary! 

Bristol Academy (February 29), 
Sheffield Corporation (March 1), 
Glasgow ABC (2), Belfast Spring 
And Airbrake (3), Dublin Tripod (4), 
Nottingham Rock City (5), Newcastle 



Academy (7), 
Manchester 
Academy (8), 
Norwich UEA (9), 
Wolverhampton 
WulfrenHall(IO), 
Cambridge The 
Junction (11), 
Brighton The 
Dome (12), 
Oxford 

Academy (13), 
Southampton 
University (14), 
London indig02 
(15) 



vialka 

Plan ^-approved two-piece turbofolk minstrel troupe self- 
described as, "A social scientific experiment, attempting to 
meet, communicate and work with extraordinary and little 
known musicians and artists from everywhere and nowhere - 
with particular interest in polluted dictatorships, bleak 
colonies, and monarchic democracies" . Check out Plan £'s 
London show, with support from Safetyword and Shimmy 
Rivers And And Canal. 

Glasgow 13th Note (February 14), Aberdeen The 
Tunnels, Leeds Brudenell Social Club (16), Manchester 
Bowling Green (17), Cheltenham Slak Bar (18), 
London Corsica Studios (20), Bristol The Croft (22) 



okkervil river 

Texan indie-rockers mix wood-cutter brawn 
with fluttering, fragile sentiments. "On first 
listen, it's the world in fastforward: colours 
sludge to brown while the noises of a 
travelling circus smudge into one attention- 
deficit squeal. With each replay, characters 
emerge; you see the cracks in the wall, the 
shafts in the floorboards, the golden hearts 
and emphysemic lungs," writes Lauren Strain 
on this year's The Stage Names'm Plan £#26. 
Belfast Empire (February 2), Edinburgh 
Cabaret Voltaire (3), London Scala (5) 

the only ones 

The spotlight falls back on Peter Perrett's 
punk survivors thanks to the exhumation 
skills of some benevolent ads director. 
Brighton Concorde 2 (March 22), 
London KOKO (28) 

opeth 

Metal should be complicated. 
Birmingham Academy (April 23), 
Glasgow Barrowlands (24), 
Manchester Academy (25), 
London Brixton Academy (26) 

pentangle 

Exactly 40 years to the day since they 
recorded their live double album Sweet 
Child, a reunited Pentangle - comprising 
the full original line-up of Bert Jansch, 
John Renbounre, Jacqui McShee, Danny 
Thompson and Terry Cox- return to the 
Royal Festival Hall. 
London Royal Festival Hall (June 29) 

pete and the pirates 

New sounds from Reading youth. " Pete 
And The Pirates have twin lead guitars, and 
another couple of guitars on top, and three 
singers, and a drummer who doesn't believe 
in fills, and parts where everything drops 
away so when it does all come rushing back 
in you can barely contain yourself. They 
remind me of hope and vigour and what 
it was like when I believed in factions," writes 
EverettTrueinP/<3fl£#26. 
London Borderline (January 29) 

queens of the stone age 

Limber up for Prince Homme's dance 
school. Support from Eighties Matchbox 
B-Line Disaster. 

Leeds University Refectory 
(February 10) 

robyn 

DIY-honed Scandinavian pop queen turned 
Top 1 hitmaker Robyn Carlsson returns to 
the UK for her biggest show to date. 
London Koko (February 28) 



henry rollins spoken word 

Let's see those smart-arses in Dirty Projectors 
cover this one. 

London Hammersmith Apollo (January 
26), Manchester Academy (30) 

seasick steve 

A little vagrant goes a long way. 
London Astoria (January 24) 

simian mobile disco 

Remix/producers dujourra\d last year's 
Attack Sustain Delay Released the more 
adventurous nu-rave kids. 
Bristol Thekla (February 2), 
Manchester Academy (7) 

smashing pumpkins 

Billy captures the Zeitgeist. 
Nottingham Arena (February 14), 
Manchester Arena (1 5), London 02 (1 6) 

stars 

Stories of hope and reconcilation from misty- 
eyed Montreal stargazers, touring their new 
Bella Union album In Our Bedroom After 
The War. 

Dublin Tripod (January 24), Aberdeen 
Moshulu (26), Glasgow Oran Mor (27), 
Birmingham 
Barfly (28), 
London KOKO 
(29), Bristol 
Thekla Social 
(30), Manchester 
Academy 3 (31), 
Nottingham 
Rescue Rooms 
(February 2), 
Sheffield 
Leadmill (3), 
Brighton 
Concorde 2 (4) 

the sword 

Texan metal dawgs 
do that righteous 
Melvins/Sleep thing, 
except wearing 
tighter jeans. 
Manchester 
Academy 3 
(March 28), 
Newport TJs 
(April 1), London 
Underworld (3) 



teenage fanclub 

Sleeping giants of power pop head south for 
a single London show. 
London Koko (January 24) 

tegan and sara 

Emotive indie rock from a pair of Canadian 
identical twins. 

Brighton Concorde 2 (February 22), 
Manchester Academy 2 (March 1), 
Cardiff The Point (2), London KOKO (5) 

stan tracey big band/stan 
tracey octet 

Living legend of British jazz back on stage. 
London Barbican (January 30) 

cath and phil tyler, pekko kappi 

Otherworldly UK folkies tour their new 
album, Dumb Supper, out February on No-Fi. 
The London show is in support to MV&EE 
AndThe Golden Road, with support from 
Finnish folk outsider Pekko Kappi. 
London Luminaire (February 6), 
Oxford TBC (7), Bristol Cube Cinema 
(8), Nottingham Chameleon (9), 
Manchester TBC (1 0), Sheffield The Red 
Dear (11), Leeds TBC (1 2), Glasgow TBC 
(13), Newcastle The Bridge Hotel 
(February 15) 

underworld 

Rave veterans return holding aloft new 
album Oblivion With Bells. Bet they stil do 
the lager-lager one though. No, really. We bet 
they do. 
London Roundhouse (February 28-29) 

the whitest boy alive 

Sometime King Of Convinience Erlend 0ye 
and his electronica friends hit the UK with 
the minimalist pop of Burning, newly re- 
released on Modular. 
London Electric Ballroom (February 7) 
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gender blending 



Words: David McNamee 
llustration: Olimpia Zagnoli 



XiuXiu 

Women As Lovers (kill rock stars) 

My favourite XiuXiu quote is from an interview 
where Jamie Stewart asserted that Xiu Xiu was 
born out of pirate radio stations in San Jose playing 
house, HI-NRG, freestyle and techno. "What I love 
about those musics is how unpretentious they are: 
plain and heartbroken and clear," he explained. 
"All the songs are about sadness and trying to 
dance it away. Xiu Xiu came from feeling stupid 
and lonely and then wanting to dance it away, 
but having the club and its music only magnify 
that stupid and lonely feeling." 

In previous albums, Jamie seemed to be using 
Xiu Xiu to purposefully magnify those "stupid 
and lonely" feelings until they're huge Nosferatu 
projections, shadowing the user everywhere, and 
in that gross enlargement creating a kind of Super- 
Jamie indestructibility. He made sounds that you 
could dash your brains out on, glancing shards of 
code that crack your skull and flood the hole with 
neon, drowning fucked thoughts; all the while 
making you feel like you can pull wires out of walls 
and burn people with the power of your brain. 

Women As Lovers is a return to what could 
be Xiu Xiu's original prime directive: to make 
a pure-eyed music of fierce intent, a marauding 
statement in defence of beauty even when beauty 
itself appears a redundant resource, an almost 
embarrassing music made to annihilate subtext 
and ego. 

It opens with what could be Xiu Xiu's first 
straight-up admission of love. Full of vocal tics, 
a tongue-tied scrabble of saxophone and nervous 
taps of percussion, itfeels like a twitchy, irritable 
love song - like a love song that can't stop picking 
and tearing at its own skin, so uncomfortable 
does it feel in it. Written as (and alluding to) 
a two-year B&D arrangement eventually unfurled 
into genuine human-on-human emotion, 'I Do 
What I Want When I Want' is sung with such 
panting, breathless nervousness that you can 
imagine the words being softly whispered into 
the ear of a body bound and gagged, unable 
to fight back or debate, senses flaring and close 
to orgasm. 

It's a contrast to the title track of Fabulous 
Muscles, which used the form of a battered, 
broken love song to present a very pointed idea 
aboutsubmission; sounding spitefully submissive 
and purposefully pathetic, laying the awfulness 
of the abusing party in the song as naked as it can 
be - a love song with a sting in its tail. The love 
songs on this album are the closest you're going 
to get to a kiss between young men with scorpions 
in their skulls 

Even the title of Women As Lovers tangles 
up gender dysphoria to a general suspicion and 
mistrust of the love concept -it's drawn from 
the Elf riede Jelinek novel of the same name. The 
mathematics of desire that Jelinek maps in her work 
sparking a resonance with Jamie, particularly in the 



idea that people (women) are conditioned to allow 
themselves to be destroyed by love. 

The music of Xiu Xiu - cooked up now by a four- 
piece band - is now almost peerlessly beautiful 
and has become so tightly meshed with Jamie's 
psyche in the songs that when the myriad musical 
components flutter and stutter and trill around him 
they feel genuinely like friendly ghosts, misfiring 
half-thoughts and smashed fragments of id, coiling 
protectively around him and snapping and bleating 
wordlessly at the listener. 

When an unexpected cabaret cover of 'Under 
Pressure' staggers in, too soon, you know that Jamie 
Isn't just relishing his voice as an absurdity, a flailing 
improbability, swung like a lit torch around the 
perimeters to keep the wrong elements away. It's 
a beautiful, unpretentious noise. 

His voice is like techno and dancing to stop you 
from killing yourself; plain and heartbroken and 
clear. He's like us, a survivor in love's holocaust, 
priming his heart as a hand grenade. 

Jamie Stewart speaks to David McNamee 

" I would say that Xiu Xiu for me has the function 
of being a place to put feelings that would, have 
and do otherwise put me over the edge. At the 

He's like us, 
a survivor in 
love's holocaust 

risk of sounding morosely self aggrandising I have 
a hard time dealing with about almost anything 
and Xiu Xiu allows me to turn manic and self- 
destructive tendencies into something else. The 
time Fabulous Muscles was being made was 
frankly the worst of my entire life. My dad had 
committed suicide, I was living in a very dangerous 
neighbourhood, I was working at an impoverished 
school where my favourite student was repeatedly 
molested by his brothers, I was totally broke, I was 
drinking out of control, my best friend had betrayed 
me twice and I was cutting my face with car keys. 

" By comparison, yes, Women As Lovers is more 
playful (I hope this seems a little funny).The novel 
Women As Lovers is about how socially a woman 
can be told to think of the idea love, in and of itself, 
regardless of how the opposing object of said love 
beats them and is disgusted by them and is careless 
to them, and to fight for love, to endure for love 
to push forward through hell for the idea of love, 
blindly. To be told to need the idea so much that 
health and reality do not exist. The impetus for me 
to make music comes from dark, negative sexual 
feelings and violent impulses and actions and from 
relentless self-hate and from shame and from horror 
at how I have acted. Horror at what sex can be, 
horror at how desirable that horror can be, horror 
at unquantifiable mean lusts." 
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stormy high 

Words: Doug Mosurock 

Illustration: Meg Hunt 



Their assured songstyling and lucid performance speaks 
to our increasingly hazy recollections of history 



Black Mountain 

In The Future (Jagjaguwar) 

It's the night before deadline, and there's a movie 
on TV called Race With The Devil occupying my 
attention while the second Black Mountain album 
fills my ears with its gritty, redundant charms. 

Have you ever seen this movie? It's cheap, from 
the Seventies, but man, does it ever work. Peter 
Fonda and Warren Oates and their wives got this 
land yacht and they're driving it all over the country 
on a swingin' vacation. One night they inadvertently 
witness the blood sacrifice of a young virgin, and 
are pursued by members of a Satanic cult. What 
starts out as a horror mystery hybrid turns into 
a white-knuckle action film capped off by endless 
car chases and grim stunt work. It works well once 
it kicks into gear- even more so when the dialogue 
is replaced by music that, like In The Future, sounds 
like this movie looks. When you add the music, 
the payoff appears almost immediately. The trailer 
for a movie is more creative than the end product 
itself. It's the conceit that you will lose yourself in 
the romance of terror, that puts asses in chairs. 



This same notion is what's going to move units 
for Black Mountain. For, among the practitioners 
of their brand of revisionism, from Midlake to 
Wolf mother, theirs has the broadest and most 
satisfying payoffs. Perhaps this record should have 
been called In The Past, but their assured song- 
styling and lucid performance across tropes that 
barely commingled in their own times speaks 
to our increasingly hazy recollections of history. 
Everything that worked about their 2005 self-titled 
debut works twice as hard here, and the Vancouver 
five-piece have solved the main problem of that 
record - to make a cohesive album that doesn't 
play like a bunch of songs that have little in 
common with one another. However, this 
continuity shaves off the element of surprise. 

Their reach recalls Fleetwood Mac of all their 
eras at once, not just the larded days of Lindsay and 
Stevie, but Peter Green's mental breakdown blues 
and Bob Welch's pat pop as well. Stephen McBean 
still proves himself a capable frontman, and Amber 
Webber remains the group's ace in the hole; her 
throaty alto is still one of the most redeeming 



aspects of their sound. And there's almost as much 
analog synth on this thing as a Stereolab record. 

Black Mountain borrow as much as their 
forefathers, and, like them, they handle coolness 
of the emulated other- then, blues music and the 
lifetimes of struggle behind it; now, desire for the 
badass 'freedom' the Seventies continues to sell 
us - as a fetish commodity. Today we have enough 
distance to weigh, for instance, Tusk against 
Stations Of The Crass and find them balancing one 
another out; cancelling the notions that each was 
made in opposition and ignorance of one another. 
Now, it seems, we cherish only the excess, because 
we have it all at hand, all except living in the times 
which our punk sensibilities once fought so gravely 
against. Maybe we all want to force someone else 
to live in the corrupt shitstorm world these 'cool' 
motherfuckers from way back when left for us. 

Consider it our generation's commitment to 
iconography, and to bands like Black Mountain's 
insistence on turning back their clocks, that 
convinces us to ignore the padding to get to the 
car chase, instead of the sunset in its background. 



4 Bonjour's Parties 



Pigments Drift Down To The Brook 
(Mush) 

I've always wanted to go to Tokyo, but I've 
never been able to afford the air fare. Paul 
Theroux traveled there by train, but bitched 
about how expensive and sexually depraved 
it was. He's way off. I've also watched a lot 
of manga. But this seven-strong band isn't 
a product of a neo-Tokyo technopolis. It's the 
sound of rejecting the noise, the feedback, 
the shrill headaches of Japanese pop. They're 
embracing instruments, in a chamber-pop 
style: glockenspiels, textures, harmonies 
spun from whispers. The beautiful 'Otogima 
Horse' captures the ambience of woodland, 



lonely shrines, and waterfalls. It's the sound 
of new Tokyo, one thousands of miles from 
the neon and noise of the megacity. 
Daniel Shane 



The Bad Luck Charms 



Rant And Drift (Consumer) 

Like the most dynamic, harshest no wave 
recordings yet lain undiscovered -falling 
somewhere between the pop drive of The 
Chills and proletarian Blue Orchids, voices 
veering between clarion female and hurt 
male, bass threatening to break out into 
'Holidays In Cambodia'-but this record 
belongs to today, hails from a Tasmanian 
three-piece, touches on the same elegant 



minimalism that madeThe Go-Betweens' 
Before Hollywood so stunning, is creepily 
smart. . .and is no way a rip of any of the 
above. Yes, you could say I like it. 
Everett True 



Half ATrue Day (ReR) 



Steve MacLean 



Bridges (ReR) 

Biota has the aura of an ongoing art project: 
a 1 5-headed collective of musicians and 
technicians who have created a dreamlike 
suite of ambient folk-improv.Tiny bursts of 
activity - a splutter of drums or a finger- 
picked acoustic guitar motif- irregularly 



arise out of a soporific sea of accordion 
drone, backward tape effects and lurking, 
half-submerged voices. It's a bit like the 
feeling you get when you're teetering on 
the brink of sleep on a long-distance train 
journey. It's beautiful, too. 

Guitarist Steve MacLean, on the other 
hand, has let off a semi-stinker. Disc one 
features humourless, arid prog workouts, full 
of tricky-for-the-sake-of-it time signatures, 
woeful synths and sterile production. Disc 
two is more meditative and experimental, 
with genuinely pretty kora playing and open- 
ended group improvisation. But it's too late 
by then, he's already cleared the room. 
Daniel Spicer 
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rest and motion 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmore 

Plan B pulls random interpretive shapes to a bunch 
of new free sounds 

Brotzmann/Wilkinson Quartet: One Night In Burmantofts (Bo' Weavil) 
Hild-Sof ie Taf jord: Kama (Pica Disk) 
Food: Molecular Gastronomy (Rune Grammofon) 
Cline/Giffoni/Licht/Ranaldo: Nothing Makes Any Sense (No Fun Productions) 



I don't want to stop and think about free music, yet 
it's a paradox. You focus too hard, you drop the ball, 
you're lost. But also, you don't think about it at all, 
you let your mind slack off a few weeks, and you're 
alienated, confused. One thing I am certain of, 
though, and that is if you can type to it, it's not 
doing it, and so I have turned off, for now, 
Brotzmann/Wilkinson Quartet's One Night In 
Burmantofts, which follows Bo'Weavil's last 
storming improv record, Alan Wilkinson, John 
Edwards and Steve Noble's Obliquities, and to 
which I find myself either chasing a breathless 
forward momentum or hovering in insectoid 
hypnosis, indicative of how one of improvised 
music's key functions is, for me, that push into a 
new awareness or experience of motion and stasis. 

Burmantofts was recorded live in Leeds in 
1 996, well over an hour of relentless, edgy sound 
generated with a tightrope attitude by the two- 
headed reed titan of Alan Wilkinson and Peter 
Brotzmann with bass and drums from Simon H Fell 
and Willi Keller. It starts off fluid, limber and punchy, 
and descends into scuttling weirdness, a darkly 
shamanic space evocative of thrumming forest 
sounds and barely-heard new language. Brotzmann 
and Wilkinson's sonic range is as impressive as their 
technique, with Brotzmann's tarogato adding an 
unearthly reed sound to the sax and clarinet 
alongside Wilkinson's muttering, growling 
vocal interjections. 



I'm drawn especially 
to the abstract, 
rummaging passages 
where each 
instrument's expected 
personalities are 
dashed away, no 
safety nets, into an 
environment more 
akin to electrical 
interference than 
anything generated 
by wood, reed, brass, 
skin, throat. Here, 
Keller's dextrous percussion and the gulps and gasps 
of Fell's bass are what sets out the music's weird 
geometry, an almost oscillatory low-end, and as 
the reeds keen and collide at last, 'Bird Flew' 
ferments into the avian brew its name suggests, 
doused in formic acid, set a-f izz. 

The extended possibilities of a 'traditional' 
instrument is also the basis of two great new 
Norwegian records just out- Ole-Henrik Moe's 
uncompromising, chilling violin compositions 
Ciaccona/3 Persephone Perceptions (Rune 
Grammofon, reviewed elsewhere) and Hild-Sofie 



Edge-of-the-seat stuff, 
slippery and fearsome 



Tafjord's Kama, built entirely around manipulated 
French horn. Tafjord's one half of Norwegian noise 
duo Fe-Mail (the other being extreme vocalist Maja 
Ratkje); the album is released by Lasse Marhaug; 
and Tafjord and Ratkje recently collaborated with 
Enslaved. If any of that information grabs you, come 
round for tea sometime and we'll listen to this. 
It's sublime stuff, warm drones sanded down by 



unexpected electronic texture: glitch, crackle and 
tiger-growl, the first stirrings of an earthquake, the 
first steps of a monster. As it builds and disperses, 
then just builds, the impression is of an encroaching 
fog filled with sharp ice-flecks and pebbles. When 
a punch of feedback and distortion hits, it's all you 
can do to move your hands into words and letters - 
an effect that anyone partial to the malevolent 
motion of Hototogisu will enjoy. Only with horns. 
Edge-of-the-seat stuff, slippery and fearsome. 

For afters and sweetness, there's Food's 
Molecular Gastronomy. It's an unexpectedly lively 
creature, considering the languorous atmosphere 
of 2004's Last Supper- an atmosphere that owed 
much to sweetly shamanic trumpeter/vocalist Arve 
Henriksen, who's not on this latest release. It could 
even be a little too chipper at times, its sparks a little 
too bright, but by the serpentine grooves of 
'Nature's Recipe' you'll be locked into Molecular 
Gastronomy's gentle charms, lain Ballamy and 
Thomas Stronen unsettle with glacial tones and 
itchy rhythms-tiptoeing tension -while Maria 
Kannegaard and Ashley Slater on Rhodes and 
electronics provide that signature Rune Grammofon 
ring-modulated synth sound. 

Synth textures - 1 imagine courtesy of Carlos 
Giffoni's analogue armoury- are what propel 
Nothing Makes Any Sense out of its occasional 
guitar doldrums and into some pulsing, eerie, 
ghost-butterfly howl-worlds. Nels Cline, Alan 
Licht and Lee Ranaldo showcase some nice group 
action while keeping each of their voices distinctive, 
but the triple guitar seems only rarely to allow for 
any of the dynamic range you might expect. A live 
recording from now closed NYC improv club Tonic, 
as a performance it's sporadically awesome, with an 
intermittent ritualistic vibe, but directionless. There 
are a lot of well-chosen sounds that don't travel, 
and confusion short-circuits into a pleasant tedium 
that just about allows you to while away an hour 
or so sitting on a venue floor thinking about some 
other stuff -when really, you should bestriding, 
dancing, spinning through sound, or super-still, 
ant-dazed, shivering into a light you can't quite see. 
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new disorder 

Words: Hannah Gregory 

Magnetic Fields 

Distortion (Nonesuch) 

Since Anthony and Cleopatra, in Proust and in 
Shakespeare, with Laurel and Hardy, Noah's Ark 
and double LPs, good things have revolved and 
evolved in twos. Relations, simple or not so, love 
affairs and comedy couplings, it's one plus the 
other, but what if you can't hold down the double? 
The void draws close and pushes apart like dodgem 
cars, we twist together like candyfloss threads, 
stick in static like rubbed-up balloons, repel and 
attract like -yes, Magnetic Fields. 

Such is the subject of Stephin Merritt's songs, 
enunciated and complicated in odes and curses 
to love and desire since the band's incarnation 
eight albums ago. Merritt is one very special single: 
acerbic and tender and only half tongue-in-cheek 
when he sings of abominable lovers, blown cover, 
and trying not to dream alone, because dreaming 
only makes him, or his characters, blue. Yet he 
best functions alongside a partner with whom 
to take turns and trade verses, here enlisting 
the sweetly pop-aired Shirley Simms, who also 
sung on 69 Love Songs, while the musicians of 



Merritt wants - as well as words - noise. 
Feedback piano, feedback guitar 



his chamber ensemble accompany his line as 
lonely composer. 

With Distortion, Merritt wants - as well as 
words - noise. He wants the gap between us to 
be stuffed electrically with feedback - feedback 
piano, feedback guitar, and even a would-be 
fed-back accordion - and maybe some gin, and 
some dancing. 

There comes a point where it becomes boring 
to re-analyse the same double binds - another 
unrequited beginning or unfulfilled end -along 
the same musical patterns. Treading the same 
streams of sadness, eyes prized open on empty 
bedsheets at 2am, 3am, 4am - and to what good, 
exactly? It's natural that you want to change. 

So he takes inspiration from another wired-up 
pair, The Jesus And Mary Chain -whose influence 
is initiated on opener 'Three-Way' and exemplified 
on 'Xavier Says', where drums roll down narrow 
corridors and a cruising melody sails as the best of 
Merritt's lines sail, over his perpetual sea of woe - 
and he employs reverb to his heart's (dis)content. 
'California Girls' inverts bitterness to sunshine, as 



The Beach Boys created 30-degree coastal 
harmonies out of a dark drug-sombre reality. 
He trims down to three minutes, takes a lesson 
from The Ronettes, wants power-pop raindrops 
to his name. 

Thing is, though there's will to self-revolution, 
over-analysis and orchestral chimes are habits 
harder to shake than you might admit. And while 
to long-time listeners Distortion may sound like 
Magnetic Fields playing over somebody else's 
echoing rhythm section, neither Merritt's heart, 
nor his songwriting's key have changed. 'Mr 
Mistletoe' finds a port-swigging scrooge singing 
soft and low: a head-bowed baritone that will 
never change flow. He flits back to the love-lines of 
old fools and melodies Etch-A-Sketched in 
memory. 'Please Stop Dancing' is the typical Fields 
paean to a partner whose ghost won't go away: 
"Please stop dancing in my soul/ 1 can 't make it rock 
and roll". He draws us close and spins us apart and 
then, resigned, raises another glass of wine, and 
lets us get on with the dancing - in twos, if we 
belong in one, or alone, if we don't. 



British Sea Power 



Do You Like Rock Music? (Rough Trade) 

Yeah, s'alright. Not too sure what British Sea 
Power think, mind. It's a funny old choice of 
title, serving to point out that despite getting 
gooey-eyed about icebergs and splashing 
themselves in eaux d'Passchendaele, plain 
ol' rock music is basically what BSP's career 
thus far has yielded. This album though. . . 
well if they're not quite sounding like Arthur 
Fields, theWorldWar I fetish doesfinally 
make some sense. A set of foggy epics built 
on thudding military drums and hollow- 
eyed chants, there's not a whole lot of 
straightforward gee-tar action to be had. 
Instead their eerily booming new palette 



hums with dread and fear of ghosts - Yan's 
dispassionate namecheckto "the boys from 
the Hitler Youth "on 'No Lucifer' is as 
unnerving a moment as I've ever heard on 
record. It's not exactly fun, but the nagging 
feeling BSP might just be a joke taken too far 
is gone, and maybe that's the point. 
Andrzej Lukowski 

in the studio: british sea power 

We listened to: "A Hawk And A Hacksaw, 
Mazzy Star, Dotty Miles on 78rpm, plus ska, 
reggae and roots action from Young Tiger, 
The Gaylads and Chuck FenderThe Poor 
People Defender. We recorded and mixed in 
the middle of Czech woodland, surrounded 



by the sounds of wild boar, some owls and 
black redstarts and black woodpeckers. 

" In Cornwall, we recorded at Fort 
Tregantle, an old Army fort on the cliffs. 
When we were recording 'Atom', a big 
Chinook helicopter landed on the roof like 
a massive ET locust. You can hear it if you 
listen carefully." 

We watched: "Miranda Esmonde White's 
Classical Stretch - a keep-fit video for 
dancers and athletes. Good stuff. Better 
still was the view - an ice-storm when 
we recorded in Montreal, and ships at sea 
and the full moon shining on the road in 
Cornwall. It was quiet in the Czech woods, 
but you could make your own entertainment 



- delicious dark Kozel beer at 20p and ping 
pong. Oh, and watching the people mowing 
their lawns in their bra and knickers by the 
stream, plus couples canoodling to a very 
high standard in the woods." 
We ate: "The Czech specialities of fried 
cheese and 'pork meat selection'. We also 
had loads of Clive's Pies. They're the thinking 
person's Ginsters.They come in Hungarian 
Goulash, Aloo Gobi and Chestnut Casoulet. 
Them and Pieminister are the kings of 
contemporary pie-craft. Clive's are made 
in Buckfastleigh, the same place they make 
Buckfast tonic wine. It's a world-beating 
food-and-drink combination." 
(Noble) 
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a kick in the ventricles 

Words: Nicola Meighan 

Illustration: John Gambino 

Aidan John Moffat 

I Can Hear Your Heart (Chemikal Underground) 

"I just think sex should be a way of talking. " 

Despite warnings, promises and protestations 
that this a I bum/story book/poetry anthology 
is sexually explicit, topically controversial - 
and maybe even borderline misogynist -what 
illicitly emerges, like a half-cloaked hard-on, is 
a penetrating exegesis of desolate confession, 
poignant self-conscience and stark naked honesty. 

Arab Strap's Buckfast maverick Moffat - 
enduring ambassador of drunken fumbling, 
urgent seduction and furtive lust - herein affirms 
and elevates his status as a clit-pickled 21 st 
Century Robert Burns: once love was 'Like A Red, 
Red Rose'; these days it resembles a noose made 
of gorse. The erstwhile charms of 'Ae Fond Kiss' 
have been usurped by booze-kindled fucks. I guess 
that's just progress. Or romance. Or Falkirk. 
Variously soundtracked by vinyl crackles, 
forsaken cantatas, mariachi swaggers and B-movie 
fragments, / Can Hear Your Heart is embellished 
with a couple of killer cover versions (Springsteen's 



He's a loveable philosopher 

with beer and knickers in his pockets 



'Hungry Heart' never sounded so debased; while 
Dorothy Parker's 'A Very Short Song' is rendered 
a steamboats Central Belt jape)- not to mention an 
incongruous interlude in the shape of an anti-racist 
public service announcement ('All The Love You 
Need'). It's a Scot Lit, quim-stippled, skit-littered 
orgy: part De La Soul's 3 Feet High And Rising; part 
Serge Gainsbourg's'JeT'Aime...Moi Non Plus'; 
part stripped-down, fucked-up existentialist ride; 
part rampant Bonnybridge Triangle diatribe. 

The trademark Moffat/universal lures are 
profligate: guilt, infidelity and pragmatism frottage 
amid cock-licking, teen-bating, human kindness 
and flights of fancy in an erudite compendium: 
a legless treasury whose protagonists pose as 
orphaned ice-cream men; whose lotharios stalk 
the streets of Glasgow in pyjamas; whose juicers 
wear wigs in lieu of umbrellas; whose tumescent 
tales of impetuous sex are vitally circumscribed - 
and virtually circumcised - by vernacular fannies, 
snatches and pies. 

"How did it work out for Sandy and Danny? 
Did she turn intae a cow? Did he turn intae a 



fanny? Did they run out of joy to turn intae song? 
Was their sexual pretence dragged out too long?" 
ruminates our cult-pop hobo on Grease-lubed 
barren amble 'Hopelessly Devoted'. "With a hand 
up your top, I said, 'I've always had a thing for 
you', " he breathlessly serenades on 'Party At Your 
Boyfriend's'. But it's the stumbling, sublime one- 
night aria 'Good Morning' that belies the narrator's 
unspoken odium: "You phoned me a taxi and we 
kissed goodbye, and swapped numbers we'll never 
use, and my girlfriend was in bed when I got 
home. . .she turned around and gave me a cuddle, 
put her head on my chest, and half-asleep, 
whispered- 7 can hear your heart. . . '" 

So don't be misled by this album's gloriously 
coursing 'cunt' count: Aidan John Moffat's first 
studio outing cautiously, intoxicatingly unfurls 
a document of deadpan, gratifying acumen. 
He's a loveable philosopher with beer and knickers 
in his pockets. There's unsaid penitence in his 
raillery; there's brutal prudence in his sex-obsessed 
comedy. He takes off his trousers and pulls down 
his pants. He bares his chest. We hear his heart. 



David Thomas Broughton 
vs 7 Hertz 



David Thomas Broughton vs 7Hertz 
(Acuarela) 

If there are similarities in DavidThomas 
Broughton's music- people mention Smog, 
but I've never heard the blighter- 1 wouldn't 
know about them. This mini-LP (recorded 
last year in St Mark's Church, Leeds) seems 
to emerge as a drifting revenant, the return 
of something that never existed. The songs' 
simplicity is strengthening and deceptive - 
opener 'Weight Of My Love', a stark 
lament wreathed in brooding strings, tugs 
unbearably at the heart until 4.50 in, as 
his voice multiplies into a wavering field 



of ghost-sound. It feels like watching the 
Yorkshire moors, wreathed in fog, some 
ancient song drifting from some unmarked 
grave, feeling your heart sink and lift with the 
wind. For those of us with our own ghosts 
it's utterly beautiful, thrilling, disquieting. 
Daniel Barrow 



Neil Burrell 



White Devils Day Is Almost Over 
(AkoustikAnarkhy) 

I could never stomach the Oompa Loompa 
song in its original incarnation, so let's 
skip past this Manchester man's frivolous 
horseplay ('Oompa Zoompa') to his more 
approachable core: one of featherlight 



guitars with wilting, opal tones. For 'One 
Half Asleep', Burrell's voice is calmer — a 
fluttering, feminine, wing-like burbling. 
Weblike schemes of timber and shivers come 
to the fore in 'Laughing Child', his whimsy 
revealing a muted touch of the macabre; for 
'WingTo A Fly' there are snaps of skeletal 
strings. But although there's a ghostly appeal 
to his work, Burrell has a tendency to sound 
too faux forest-sprite - his enunciation is so 
twiddly and, well, twee that you begin to 
wish this reedy sniffle would withdraw to 
allowthe often doleful, docile chord changes 
through. Atrue find for label Akoustik 
Anarkhy, but an acutely acquired taste. 
Lauren Strain 



The Capstan Shafts 



Environ Maiden (Rainbow Quartz) 

I don't brag about it much, but I was the first 
journalist to interview Guided By Voices, 
after they'd spent decades in the wilderness. 
Vampires On Titus was the album that did 
it for me: brutally short and poignant pop 
songs, jagged, unfiltered, fuzzy, laden with 
homemade charm and intimate riffs. I still 
love Vampire enough to recognise its twin 
1 4 years later, from a similarly prolific one- 
man band from Vermont, Dean Wells. The 
comparison isn't meant to be derogatory: 
Environ Maiden is brilliant -and deserves 
to start its very own cult. 
Everett True 
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blood simple 

Wo rd s : E ve re tt Tr u e 

Illustration: Till Thomas 

Michael Dracula 

In The Red (Ze) 
Trust in Ze. 

The New York label Ze defined no wave at 
the start of the Eighties: Kid Creole, Was (Not 
Was), Mu tan t Disco... they even put out the 
album that named the genre, NY No Wave. No 
wave was refined: it was about the individual's 
venting of expression and anger, as opposed to 
a community's (which was what differentiated 
it from punk). Its practitioners, more often 
than not, were involved with reinventing 
the template of dance, investing it with 
a curious asexuality: James Chance And 
The Contortions codified funk's rhythmic 
fluidity into arrhythmic seizure, jagged razor- 
sharp bass lines colliding with abrasions of 
saxophone; in Teenage Jesus And The Jerks, 
Lydia Lunch shredded pubescent sex fantasy 
and Gothic angst into minute-long bursts of 
fury; Lizzy Mercier Descloux played the part 
of disinterested NY disco queen to perfection. 

Somewhere in the mists of time, Ze 
disappeared -although its influence could 
be felt all the way down the years through 
to Franz Ferdinand (a little watered-down), 
Yeah Yeah Yeahs and all those Williamsburg 
hipsters of the early Noughties. 

But you can trust in Ze. 

Former Ohio resident, Glaswegian guitarist 
Emily MacLaren is the driving force behind 
Michael Dracula -there's a live band, but In 
The Red is pretty much all her own work - 
and it's her fault that Ze have re-opened for 
business after 20 years, apparently. You can 
certainly hearthe link. MacLaren's music 
straddles the middle ground between Lydia 
Lunch's sophisticated, salacious descent into 
cabaret (notably Queen OfSiam) and the 
laidbacksurf guitar/rockabilly that lurked 



behind the jazz abrasions of James White (and 
a lot of early post-punk). 

Michael Dracula's staccato rhythms recall 
early Pylon and Talking Heads, circa More 
Songs About Buildings And Food -mannered, 
jerky, poignant, serrated yet fluent, familiar 
to anyone conversant with DFA Records 
and Simon Reynolds' too-quoted Rip It Up 
overview and a hundred post-Riot Grrrl bands 
headed by Glass Candy and Chromatics, but 
In The Red has a fire, a steadiness, a thrust 
and pull very much MacLaren's own. 

Indeed, in her heavy-lidded finery, 
MacLaren most recalls Ze's jaded torch singer 
Cristina declaiming disinterested through the 
Peggy Lee swansong 'Is That All There Is?', her 

Cabaret, but not as you 
probably understand it 

voice simultaneously aloof and beguiling, 
bleary-eyed and barely focused on opening 
track 'Please Don't Take This The Wrong Way', 
music rolling along with a casual swagger 
that Pete Dohertycan only dream of, piano 
and a Cramps-ian guitar barely and brilliantly 
underpinning 'Another Distressed Damsel', 
a hint of Pop Group's minimal guitar 
pyrotechnics pulsating through 'Destroy 
Yourself (start to detect a theme here?), 
the title track slurring and sneering its way 
across distant feedback. 

Cabaret, but not as you probably 
understand it - cabaret as the horror show in 
Joy Division's nightmarish future of Britain, 
coming ever close to pass. Cabaret, as Nancy 
And Lee. Yeah, that good. 

Everett True speaks to Emily MacLaren 

How did Michael Dracula come about? 

"It began in the winter of 2002, when 
I started writing songs in the bedroom and 
finding people to play them. Ourfirst gig was 
at Optimo that summer, and since then there 



have been five different line-ups, and we've 
played everywhere from the basements of 
dodgy IRA pubs in Ireland to bullfighting 
arenas in Spain and, most recently, Le Baron, 
a converted house of prostitution, in Paris. 
Following the split-up of the third incarnation 
(after we were barred from our own gig. . .for 
the third time), I was invited by Michel Esteban 
of Ze Records to come to his bat-infested villa 
in the south of France in the summer of 2005 
to record In The Red." 

Were you a fan of Ze Records? 

"Yes, my introduction to the label was 
through Brian Eno's excellent No New York 
compilation, which I used to play when I DJ'd 
in Glasgow back in 1 998-99. 1 was a big fan 
of Cristina, The Waitresses and Lizzy Mercier, 
who all got by on humour and character, 
rather than exceptional vocal cords." 

Who were you listening to while recording 
\n The Red? 

"The Idiot, Here Come The Warm Jets, the 
first Velvets album, Joe Meek's / Hear A New 
World, lots of Slim Harpoand BoDiddley, but 
especially the soundtrack to Kenneth Anger's 
Scorpio Rising. We would spend the whole 
day recording, retire for dinner and wine, and 
as the second bottle was never finished, I'd 
swiftly abscond it and escape back upstairs to 
the studio to play Scorpio Rising at deafening 
volume through the monitor speakers and 
dance drunkenly around the loft." 

Are you a fan of torch singers? 

"I've always admired Dusty Springfield, 
Billy Holliday, Patsy Cline, Edith Piaf etc, as 
women who sing in a way that acknowledges 
resignation to their fate, ratherthan feigning 
triumph or independence. Even the subtle 
cynicism/desperate optimism of, say, a Carole 
King/Gerry Goff in song speaks to me more 
than anything 'Riot Grrrl' ever had to say. 
I also love Marlena Deitrich's mocking 
indifference, and watched all of her films 
while in France recording." 
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Mile Caro And Franck Garcia BDominik Eulberg 



Pain Disappears (Buzzin Fly) 

Here's something special. Last year's 
gorgeous, sultry 1 2-inch 'Far Away' only 
hinted at the scope of what was to come. 
Pain Disappears \s sumptuously produced, 
elegantly constructed (with the formal 
beauty of a classic pop song), and expansive 
in scope. Caro and Garcia draw in equal 
parts from microhouse, Eighties electro 
and Sixties French pop, and the album veers 
from exquisitely sad disco ('No One', 'Always 
You') to dreamy ballads ('Mon Ange') and 
euphoric Italo ('Lost'). The whole caboodle 
is infused with a delicious aesthetic, both 
precise and tender, introspective and 
heartening. A sublime Ewan Pearson remix 
that rounds the album off is merely the 
frosting on the flapjack. 
Robin Wilks 



Charlottefield 



What Are Friends For (Fatcat) 

Contrary to popular belief, Brighton is not an 
easy ride, it's an overpopulated, prohibitively 
affluent, narcissistic hell-hole run by estate 
agents and pub-chain mafia. Walk down the 
street and you'll see nothing but the bitter 
glares and contorted bodies of people at 
their fucking limit, stretched to within a 
hairline of snapping point.The implications 
of this became clear at Brighton's recent 
OOOSHIFEST where Brighton bands seemed 
to have a much terser, pent-up and strung- 
out vibe than their out-of-town equivalents. 

At the top of this stack of southern 
discomforts are Charlottefield. They sound 
like a bunch of sharks ganging up to kick 
the shit out of a whale, and What Are Friends 
forgets straight in there from the offset, fins 
flying. The rythm section forms a dense cage 
for the guitars to rattle around in, stretching 
and tumbling over each other like stick 
insects playing naked Twister while the 
singer barks out rigorously intelligent yet 
simultaneously loutish semi-conversational 
insults, personal attacks and disdainful 
throwaway comments. 

It's at once immensely majestic yet 
violent in the smallest, nastiest vicious little 
shit kind of way, like a knife-fight on the back 
of a cloud. 
Andrew Clare 

in the studio: charlottefield 

We listened to: "Ash and Chris were 
playing a lot of dubstep.We listened to some 
Alan Lomax stuff in the car on the way up, 
and that massive EdgarWinter Group tune 
on Ad's iPod. Butthole Surfers, The Jesus 
Lizard, Ta I kTa I k {Laughing Stock ma inly). 
While we were recording we didn't listen to 
much because our ears were tired by the end 
of the day." 

We watched: "A lot of Family Guy on DVD, 
which Hammy, who owns the studio, lent 
us. Battle Royale was on TV one night, and 
a documentary about Nunsploitation.The 
rest of the time, Chris was playing Z.M/\ 
Manageron the Playstation." 
We ate: "I did a curry one night. Ash did 
a chilli which was wicked. Hammy brought 
us ingredients for a Full English one morning, 
and one night we went over the pub for 
a steak. I was well into jelly beans and 
Minstrels (at the same time) from the old- 
fashioned dispensers, with the handle 
you have to turn to drop the coin in, in the 
studio lounge." 
(Thomas House) 



Bionik (Cocoon) 

In which German ambienttechno producer 
and qualified ecological geographer Dominik 
Eulberg seemingly soundtracks his imminent 
transition from part- to full-time park ranger. 
Pops and clicks unfold like a collection of 
pinprick contact mics inserted into growing 
plants, the samples compressed from months 
into minutes. Percussion locks like a chorus 
of beavers conducting an improv workshop 
upon a hollowed out tree trunk.The only 
break from forestry ambience comes in 
the shape of 'Autopfoten', which breeds 
wonderment in a motorik harmonium. 
If there was a Chernobyl forest still able 
to sustain itself after years of mutilation, it 
would play these songs to cry itself to sleep. 
Ben Webster 



Figurines 



When The DeerWore Blue 
(Strange Feeling) 

After the drastically underrated excellence 
of sophomore record Skeleton, Danish 
fivesome Figurines have opted for something 
completely different. Fair enough, I suppose, 
except if it's worse. Skeletonwas simple to 
the core, from the bare-bones name to the 
melodies and rhythms. When The DeerWore 
Blue carries this charming economy in its 
basic parts, but flowered up harmonies 
and a laboured attempt at lyrical poignancy 
come across like a band trying hard to be 
something they're not.The overlong 
'Drunkard's Dream' is a case in point: 
Figurines think they're The Beach Boys, The 
Doors, Led Zeppelin, The White Stripes and 
Television . . .and even the smartest, most 
accomplished band on the planet would find 
that hard to pull off. 
Tom Howard 



Vein - Love Remixes (Birdman) 

Theatricality can be awesome, and when 
you've got a great cast of collaborators, 
it goes from cringeworthy to mesmeric. 
Like all of JGThirwell's Foetus records, 
Vein is another one-word, many-entendre 
har-har of a title. Body part? Rich seam to 
mine? Indeed. These remixes are full of more 
guts and fleshly swoonage than the DVD 
selection at a goth's slumber party. 'Mon 
Agonie Douce' is like JG's own Belleville 
Rendezvous with sledgehammer-swinging 
psychopaths playing the accordions. Jay 
Wasco's mix of 'L'Overture' and Noriko's mix 
of 'Don't Want Me Anymore' sound like what 
would be going on if Wes Anderson's films 
went porno, instead of just teasing with the 
odd twee boobie. Following that, don't even 
try listening to 'Thrush' - sounds pingpong 
around the room like some kind of satellite- 
positioning surround sound to make sure 
you're pinned down on your bed. 

JG's voice has always been sleazy and 
spidery like that, but damn, this record is so 
slick, so overproduced by everyone involved 
that it drips with vinyl and sex. It does to the 
original what Tim Burton did to Batman. Or 
maybe it's more like The Crow, but I'm too 
entranced to care. 
Emily Bick 



A1-D1 (Skam) 

What first strikes the Gescom fan about this 
new album is how much fun it is to listen to. 
As with Autechre, who are responsible for 





Buried At Sea 

Ghost (Neurot) 

Chicago-based Buried At Sea have been representing 
for metal's more experimental wing for around five years, 
yet actual releases have been intriguingly sporadic. Their 
first album for Neurot and first full-length since 2003's 
Migration fits well alongside - and is pretty superior to - much of your 
current post-metal crop, with a knack for unheimlich sonic textures similar 
to those heard on masterful Canadian doom duo Nadja's most recent 
releases. Buried At Sea also, crucially, imbue their sound with an engaging 
analogue live-ness and a rough edge that references both black metal and 
the industrial menace of Swans, and stands nicely at odds to the slightly 
precious, symphonic veneer that a lot of this avant-doom stuff likes to coat 
itself in. That's not to say it's compositionally lax, though: Ghost seems 
constructed with an inner logic that knows the power of both a whisper 
and a scream, with atmospheric passages of almost-silence amid the tumult. 
As the single 30-minute track builds to its peaks, synths arc across the mix 
like slow, cold fireworks, a loping rhythm takes hold and spectral electronics 
add a phosphorescent glow to guitar and bass. 

The only jarring note comes when a church bell clangs rather self- 
consciously behind rising oscillation: the addition of something a little too 
'real' and loaded with meaning momentarily trembles the otherwise pretty 
fucking unearthly vistas Buried At Sea's music behind the eyelids. That this is 
swiftly followed by an onslaught of vocal roar, predatory guitar and white- 
noise swoops more than makes up for that particular aesthetic decision, 
however, as does the brutal, syncopated riffing that comes after. 
Frances Morgan 

a good chunk of Gescom's production, you 
expect to be impressed by their technique 
but unmoved by the music. You don't expect 
to be battered with recognisably goofy 
samples (is that Justin? Michael Viner?) that 
Gescom extend, mangle, tickle and slice into 
six tracks of audacious acid boogie and old 
school electro, each immaculately edited 
with ADD precision. It is, above all, a silly 
record, full of exploding funk and devilish 
twists, but the biggest surprise is how 
straight the whole thing sounds. 
Piers Martin 



Kevin Gorman 



Chemistry Lock (International 
Deejay Gigolo) 

Hitting the back of the throat a little deeper, 
but with slightly less fizz, than the usual 
champagne techno/electro of Gigolo, 
Chemistry Lock orders every sub-genre at 
the bar and hangs, open-mouthed. It's a fluid 
mix of bleeped-out tech-funk and jacking 
analogue science, and for the most part the 
kicks and clicks hit in the right places. But 
beyond album opener 'DMX' - euphoric 
modulations that twist and shatter your mind 
like theT-1 000 bodypopping in nitrious oxide 
-this is dancefloor by numbers. For Kevin 
Gorman, the hangover comes too early. 
Ben Webster 



Instruments Of Science 
| And Technology 



Music From The Films Of R/Swift 
(Secretly Canadian) 

Richard Swift's initial reputation as a modern 
lounge performer in the best sense - as given 
to odd devolutions in arrangements and 
easy-listening gone lo-fi mad as to smooth 
singing and keyboard moves -serves him 
well in his Instruments Of Science And 
Technology guise, a soundtrack to 
a film where the robots took over (perhaps). 
His voice is sometimes vocodered and 
tweaked, as on the self-referencing 'INST', 
but more often than not this is indeed a fully 
instrumental effort, with the moody clatter- 
pulse of a song like 'Shooting A Rhino 
Between the Shoulders' being not only 
the best song Burial's never done, but better 



than anything Burial's done in the first place. 
By the time of the metallic scrapings and 'Life 
On Mars' alien zoning of 'Theme 3', you're 
wondering if Joe Meek's I Hear A New World 
finally found its sequel. 
Ned Raggett 



Joe Lally 



Nothing Is Underrated (Dischord) 

It's looking more and more likely that a new 
Fugazi album is never going to come, so the 
news that bassist Joe Lally's new record 
Nothing Is Underrated features Guy Picciotto 
on guitar and Ian MacKaye in the producer's 
chair should have Dischord fans slavering. 
This isn't Fugazi, though. Much is minimal in 
the extreme, Lally's sensitive, diffident tones 
and the gentle, smooth thumbing of bass 
strings. Songs are strung together with 
sparse friction, barren arrangements 
improvised on, 'Scavenger's Garden', seeing 
Picciotto and Eddie Janney (Rites Of Spring) 
adding guitarto tribal drums and bass. 

In parts, the album hits bare rhythmic 
grooves, which coalesce with haunting 
vocals in a compelling fashion. But all too 
often it's lost in mid-tempo experiments, 
waiting for the dynamics to kick in. Missing 
something. Maybe the rest of Fugazi. 
Emily Graham 



Dawn Landes 



Fireproof (Fargo) 

Like the little sister of Feist and Jenny Lewis, 
Dawn Landes is a cutesy, candy-voiced 
revelation. Never mind the collaborations 
with Andrew Bird and M83, because the 
track 'Picture Show' is an outrageous 
highlight. Nonsensical lyrics ( "La la la la 
submarine/La la la la you're so mean/There 
is so much suffering, I can 't do a thing, " a re 
sprinkled over a rat-tat-tat rhythm complete 
with snare drum rim-clipping, brushes and 
two-note guitar twinkles. Business as usual 
for a girl living in Brooklyn, perhaps, but it 
sounds kinda fresh among the almost too 
pretty remainder of Fireproof. Incidentally, 
it's well worth getting distracted by her 
version of Peter, Bjorn And John's 'Young 
Folks' on her MySpace page. 
Tom Howard 
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Various 

Ellboy: Mixed by DJ Hell (International Dee Jay Gigolo) 
Various 

Le Mix: Mixed by Le Chic (International Deejay Gigolo) 

I always get angry in secondhand record shops in America. If it hadn't 
have been for that berk Steve Dahl and his Disco Demolition Night at 
Comiskey Park, I always think, I could be snapping up some Cerrone and some Gino Soccio. 
But no, I'm faced with a rack full of Ted fucking Nugent. Anyhow, props to Herr Hell for this 
superlative-inducing mix of electro disco that feels like being trapped in Michael Alig's 
head during a popper rush. Just in the same way you can hear the roots of disco when you 
listen to Philly soul from the mid-Seventies, you can hear the roots of acid house here 
among the electronic squelches and energy flashes. Cerrone's 'Supernature' was an 
influence on Goldfrapp in more ways than one, but his discotheque take on widescale 
environmental destruction was as sage-like as it was the by-product of a hedonistic, 
narcotics driven scene with had millenarian, even nihilistic overtones. Giorgio Moroder, 
the daddy, is here with hisTangerine Dream-dipped-in-amyl sound: 'The Chase' is the 
opening music for Oliver Stone's objectionable Midnight Express and he's already 
preparing to slump into his role into jobbing OST writer in the Eighties. Patrick Cowley's 
palimpsest of his and Donna Summer's 'I Feel Love', shows the man in happier times on the 
other hand. Let's get ready to burn stuff. Shout after me: Rock sucks! Rock sucks! 

The second mix released through DJ Hell's Gigolo label this month is a lot more 
Hoxton-friendly, but not bad for it. The cover, naturally, features two similar looking steely 
eyed models, dressed in Sofia Coppola's Marie Antoinette-style garb in a listlessly 'erotic' 
clinch (this is to remind you that the next time you go clubbing you will spend the entire 
evening talking to an amiable fat man named Dave in an ironic StarWars T-shirt about 
his car insurance). Actually the two girls in question are Susana and Rebeca, the Spanish 
DJ tag team responsible for this mix, and they drop the odd song such as Anthony Rother's 
'Gott' which ties together the Baroque and decadent imagery and sound perfectly.) The 
pair- one a fashion expert, the other, improbably, a geneticist- have impeccable party 
starting taste and deploy the Gary Nu-woman sounding 'Darkness' by Sistema and Rafid 
Noy and the dark electro of Jor El, which is as liquid as a peach flirtini or mascara and tears 
running down your cheek.The mixing is restrained and doesn't rely on showiness allowing 
the tracks to breathe. There should always be a sense of abandon at a good house night, 
like it's the last day of your life. And this is certainly music you could lose your head to. 
John Doran 



Francisco Lopez 



Wind (Patagonia) (and/OAR) 

Listening to the third and final instalment of 
Francisco Lopez's Trilogy Of The Americas 
series during a blustery English winter 
weekend may seem edundant. But like 
Olafur Eliasson'sTate-famed art installation 
'TheWeather Project', an immense, beamed 
representation of the sky, Lopez's work 
compels the listener to meditate more deeply 
on the everyday natural phenomena that we 
take for granted. These field recordings of the 
air gusts and currents that patrolled the 
Argentinian Patagonia during the Austral 
winters of 2000 and 2003 are simple in their 
presentation; unadorned and elegant. 
Delicate whispers mix with ferocious eddying 
blasts, inhuman intensity juxtaposed with 
sublime beauty; these delightful expositions 
of "the invisible force that endlessly sweeps 
the surface of the globe", when taken in 
conjunction with the accompanying 
photographs and Christoph Cox's liner notes, 
constitute both an absorbing documentary 
and a stunning aesthetic object. 
Spencer Grady 



John Maus 



Love Is Real (UpsetThe Rhythm) 

The poster by my desk says, WORK HARD 
AND BE NICETO PEOPLE.The blockiness, 
the exhortation, of revolutionary art seem 
familiars of this record, a celebration of the 
value of resolve. 'Do your best'. 'Don't 
worship the devil'. 'Rights for gays'. 
Reinforced by Maus' sunny Moroderisms, 
the songs might almost be romantic- 1 hear 
those arpeggiated chimes, I still believe, 
a thousand Hughes two-shots later- but 
for the cavernous doubt that soaks through 
them. Maus' closest predecessors may be The 
Associates, whose dadaist synth operatics 
refined the art of using absurdism to set off 



moments of harrowing sincerity, but there 
are shades of Julee Cruze Midwestern kitsch 
too, playing strange bar-games with the 
nostalgically authentic gestures of the 
production in a way that Maus' last offering, 
Songs, refused to do. The futurism of synth- 
pop has seldom sounded so lost in the forest, 
so deliciously abandoned and overgrown. 
Petra Davis 



Sexton Ming 



Punks Are Sad. Hippies Are Cool (Rim) 

Outsider music, as interpreted by billygoat 
gruff-voiced Medway beat poets: naive, 
naughty and raw like The Beatles reduced to 
two chords and a cardboard box in Hamburg. 
'The World Is Brown (Like Your Shit)', Mr Ming 
opines. Indeed, www.sextonming.co.uk 
Everett True 



Ole-Henrik Moe 



Ciaccona/3 Persephone Perceptions 
(Rune Grammofon) 

Ole-Henrik Moe is a Norwegian composer 
and improviser and in these two CD-length 
pieces he explores possible microtonal 
extremes in solo violin performance. Both 
pieces are performed by Moe's wife, Kari 
Ronnekliev, recorded in Oslo's Sofienberg 
church and veer from the most delicate 
scrape of strings to full-blown electrical 
storms, charged and static at once. Ciaconna 
is a tribute to Moe's departed mentor Iannis 
Xenakis, while 3 Persephone Perceptions 
deals with childhood remembrance. Make 
what you will of the possible contexts - 
what matters is the interior space you 
as the listener creates for this music. It's 
a solitary, austere experience, like staring 
into shadows looking for flickers of light, and 
an astonishing technical accomplishment 
from Ronnekliev. It's high voltage violin. 
Euan Andrews 



Nada Surf 



Lucky (City Slang) 

My own introduction to masturbation came 
with the discovery of a technique that, in 
hindsight, should have been called the 'Nada 
Surf. It wouldn't be until a few years later 
that Nada Surf the band would hit me 
between the eyes like that first shot of pearly 
swimmers with their 1 996 MTV hit 'Popular'. 
How ironic then that since that time they've 
gone 'a bit wank', and turned into Feeder, 
with better lyrics and production. Only at 
the album's one highlight — 'The Fox' (with 
Coralie Clement) do I loosen the noose. 
Ben Webster 



The New Blockaders 



Das Zerstoren, Zum Gebaren 
(Blossoming Noise) 

One whole year afterThurston Moore's 
remarkable ATP festival, and a personal 
highlight is stuffed roughly into my letterbox. 
The New Blockaders, together since 1 982, 
surround themselves with 'Art of Noise/Noise 
as Art' sound theory, believing that the dense 
oscillations of alarms, metallic rumblings, 
quivering shrieks and spatial interference 
expertly controlled over this hour-long show 
should be a unique, visceral release for the 
listener. One problem of simply hearing this, 
however, is thatTNB also take influence from 
extreme performance artists such as the 
Viennese Aktionists, and if one were to listen 
without the memory stain of four men in 
business suits and balaclavas with Xs crudely 
stuck on with white tape, while two others 
wriggled like fucking eels on the floor, then, 
well, look it up on the internet. 
George Taylor 



OhNoOno 



Yes (Morningside) 

This Danish five-piece make the kind of 
cylinder-firing electro pop that will cause the 
cool kids at Dl Y discos to scuff their white 
pumps. Although they have a traditional 
band format, every individual instrument 
is swathed in Numanoid effects in order to 
register with the part of your brain that 
moistens with the taste of E numbers. Why 
Malthe Fischer insists on sounding like Alvin 
The Chipmunk is inexplicable. However, there 
is some depth with the Animal Collective- 
inspired ballad, 'Sunshine And Rain At Once' 
and it's at this halfway point in the album 
that they seem to tame their sound. 'Victim 
Of The Modern Age' and 'The Only Undead' 
are reminiscent of the retro sensibilities of 
Phoenix but the question of why we should 
turn to these kids when others are doing it 
better remains unanswered with Yes. 
Lianne Steinberg 



Jakob Olausson 



Moonlight Farm (De Stijl) 

Appa rently, " / 7 acres is a big enough field/ 
For a family of four to live off". And Jakob 
Olausson should know, as he's a Swedish 
sugar beet farmer. The existence of two 
equally lo-fi albums released by Olausson 
under the name Joshua Jugband 5 may put 
paid to any notions that Moonlight Farm 
documents him stumbling over a mildewing 
guitar while out ploughing clods and picking 
at his woozy, heavy-footed psych-folk. More 
likely that he's heard a few of Faust's early 
Seventies meanderings and added his own 
layer of woozy, buzzing distortion to the mix 
of double-tracked vocals, faltering blues, 
bronchial violin gasps and seemingly random 



tambourine shaking. Moonlight Farm 
reaps what it sows, creating a world where 
bleakness and fatalism is tinged with magic. 
Abi Bliss 



One More Grain 



Isle Of Grain (White Heat) 

The Fall with brass? Daniel Patrick Quinn has 
affected an acerbic, spoken Northern drawl 
that is so heavily based upon Mark E Smith 
that it might represent popular music's first 
recorded case of Total CharacterTheft. If 
you'd never heard Salford's finest, you'd 
possibly be impressed by some of the laconic 
non-sequiturs on offer, such as: "Nobody 
worth their salt believes in a blank canvas/ 
They call him the boy who cried canoe ". But 
Quinn's no prophet, and when the insights 
escend into redundant truisms such as, 
"Life's too short for doing a job ", it all sta rts 
wearing a little thin. The tunes meander 
from bumbling pop-rock riffs to bass-heavy 
Pigbag approximations that never really grip 
-all topped off with Andrew Blick's sweetly 
obvious trumpet licks. And when the band 
joins in on Quinn's half-sung, off-key 
choruses with AufWiedersehen Pet pub- 
mumbling you have to wonder: is this 
actually some elaborate practical joke? 
Daniel Spicer 



The Roundhouse Tapes (Peaceville) 

Opeth are Swedish metal's prodigal sons. The 
inundations of adoration they've received, 
though, is the result of a unique talent. Here, 
prog is used as a sort of blast furnace for 
fusing Swedish and English folk traditions to 
the discombobulated riffs of technical death 
metal - and surprisingly, they've never lost 
sight of making this ambition a cohesive 
whole. The profoundly un-metal venue and 
prog-ish artwork is a clear indication this live 
album isn't out to radically expand Opeth's 
audience; indeed, the whole Seventies vibe is 
probably overdone -you kind of expect the 
album to have that musty smell of an old 
copy of Dark Side Of The Moon. But then, 
Opeth have never really had the stomach for 
Floridian gore, so their lyrics about chasing 
ghosts of lost loves around forests feel 
perfectly at home here, when death metal 
was merely a twinkle in a zombie's eye. 
Patrick Moran 



Pantaleimon 



Mercy Oceans (Durtro Jnana) 

Accompanied by the hypnotic strummed and 
plucked sounds of her Appalachian dulcimer, 
and occasional guests including Keith Wood 
of Hush Arbors, Baby Dee and airliner cabin 
sounds, Andria Degens' second album is 
an intimate glance into multi-tracked vocal 
fragility. Deliberately paced, the songs 
sometimes sound as if they are being sung 
for the first time, for the listener alone. 'High 
Star' shimmers brightly, with Degens' slow 
vibrato intertwining magically with Isobel 
Campbell's cello and a trembling drone, the 
same harmonictone which gives 'Born Into 
You' the stamp of a gently passionate love 
song which is simultaneously private and 
shared willingly with the outside world. 

Drifting in the immersive world of 
Pantaleimon can be disconcerting, though. 
When the album finishes and workaday 
normality returns, it somehow seems so 
much more appealing to play the record 
over instead, and be stolen away once more. 
Richard Fontenoy 
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bust the woof ahs 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Illustration: Matthew The Horse 

Afro-warriors, dirty ragga and the nascent 
sound of bassline: Plan B's warrior queen kicks 
up a ruckus on the dancef loor 

Benga: Diary Of An Afro Warrior (Tempa) 

Various: Pure Garage Rewind: Back To The Old School (WMTV) 

Lupe Fiasco: The Cool (Atlantic) 

T2: TBC (Powerhouse) 

South Rakkas: The Mix Up (Mad Decent) 

Estelle: Shine (Homeschool) 

Natty: The Mixtape (Atlantic) 



It is entirely fitting that I failed to send in my 
end of year reviews for Plan B's 2007 round up 
because of something to do with putting on 
an illegal rave, being ill forthe rave, taking 
a little something to help me through it, having 
a beautiful time even though I refused to take 
off my furry aviator hat all night, and then 
being really bastard ill afterwards. Why? 
Because this year, rave is going bonkers again. 
And because all our New Year's resolutions are 
made with one eye on the past. 

At the time of writing I haven't heard all 
of Benga's Diaries Of An Afro Warrior. But the 
bits I have heard makes me want to run to the 
cornershop, buy a six pack and some fags, and 
head to the nearest warehouse. Even if it is 
1 2am. Fuck nu-rave, this is the new rave. The 
strand of dubstep that had you drugged in 
a cloud of stasis while it smacked you round 
the face has, of late, lost its creative mirth. 
I do hope it gets it back. Meanwhile, Benga 
has been in weasel-like pursuit of boundless 
energy and a hallucinogenic electro that 
produces the maddest neon shapes. Besides 
which, he has been working with a bunch of 
vocalists. Pee your pants in excitement. 



Cashing in on the bassline 
trend, the Pure Garage camp 
topped off 2007 with three discs 
of 'old school'. All the essentials 
(Sticky and Ms Dynamite's 'Boo', 
MC Cole's 'Sincere') provide the 
background for a fourth, which 
is such an inspired mash-up that 
Shut Up And Dance go next to 
Benga and Coki's 'Night'. If you 
haven't heard 'Night' yet, where 
the fuck have you been? It's the 
new 'Midnight Request Line'. 
Simon Reynolds recently got all 
sweaty up about bassline and said 
it was better than dubstep 
because it was more mental. 



Fuck nu-rave, this 
the new rave 



If Reynolds was in London he'd know 'Night' 
has been sending grime and 4x4 garage 
audiences alike into frenzies forthe best part 
of a year already. Also I was listening to Coki's 
'Haunted' the other day and one of my kittens 
switched it in the middle of the track to 
Dexplicit's 'Good For Me', and while the 
basslines melded nicely, the beat contrast was 
surprising only in a pleasant way. 

You could equally contrast the ferocity of 
The Bug's dubstep-come-dancehall with South 
Rakkas Crew's polarised response to ragga's 
cheesiness, which The Bug entirely rinses out 
with terrifying snares and vocal genius. South 
Rakkas embrace everthing he has rejected and 
chuck in the stupidest hardcore synths and fast 
chats and the result is plastic and ravaging. And 



to return to 4x4 bassline, T2's album features 
chipmunk r'n'b vocals a la 'Heartbroken', 
joyously slapping basslines, blatant speed 
snares, string stabs and silly synth hooks. 

Everyone needs a nice bit of introversion 
for their comedowns. Lupe Fiasco's utterly 
brilliant second album, The Cool, is another 
conscious dig at hip-hop's big bucks fantasies. 
But it's not in the least bit boring, mostly 
because his astonishing writing, layering 
images and references and characters and 
emotional space, achieves profound psychic 
depth. Taking off from the track of the same 
name on 'Food And Liquor', Lupe interweaves 
the stories of three characters: 'The Cool', 
'The Game' and 'Streets'. Streets is married 
to The Game, but The Cool is in love with her. 
The Cool emulates The Game and ends up 
dead, taking us back to the original track. It's 
a timely reminder that good conscious rap was 
never good just because it had a message, but 
because of the way it told it, and what went 
wrong with Common. Single 'Dumb It Down' 
is a sharp critique of the trend over recent years 
for rap that sounds like it's made by a bunch 
of pissed dogs. There is also a really funny 
moment on 'Hip-Hop Saved My Life' where 
The Cool is writing a rap: "Something 
something something, stack that cheese! 
Mother, sister, cousin, stack that cheese! 
Couldn't think of nothing, stack that cheese! ". 

Straddling the Atlantic, Estelle's 5/7 /Tie sees 
our stellar girl put her vocal cords on display. 
They're smoother, more curvacious and lovelier 
than already-heard snippets suggested. And 
with his feet full on blighted turf, Londoner 
Natty takes his soulful roots reggae voice 
and an acoustic guitar to dance culture. He 
sings about getting nicked at rave, warbles 
over scudding, electronic dub-reggae about 
bad-minding, does a one-drop cover of Neil 
Young's 'After The Gold Rush', and even a soft 
ballad Checkitoutatwww.myspace.com/ 
natty4d. 
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pop another dime 

Words: Jesse DarlirT 
Illustration: Hanna Wieslander 




Who'd have thought that 
Cat Power could ever kick ass? 



Cat Power 

Jukebox (Matador) 

Covers albums are easy to talk about because you don't have 
to think about the ugly worm of the subconscious, unwieldy in 
the mouth like Lego bricks or wood chips, and all the imperfect 
ways of creating and recreating a theme. When a song is 
covered, it's canonised, standardised; the original is held up as 
the benchmark by which the cover will bejudged. And a really 
good cover, of course, is often unrecognisable: not because 
of the arrangement, necessarily, but because of the singer's 
peculiar conviction. It's sweet and fitting that Chan Marshall, 
aka Cat Power, should make a second covers record as part of 
her canon, and whaddyaknow? It's a sweet and fitting album. 

Truly great songwriters are few, and Chan Marshall was 
never a really great songwriter. What Cat Power always did 
best was bleed and emote, oh god - one of those women with 
guitars and smokescreen hair and little girl voices and big girl 
broken hearts. Oh, shit yeah; I've been one of those tomboys 
bemoaning the lack of greatness in female musicianship, and 
harking back to the blues goddesses for a 'that's how it should 
be done', boys, and all the while I was the only girl in the band, 
and all too quick to diss the sisters who wore their fear on 
the outside. I thought there was some kind of shame in it. But 
I didn't know then what I know now: the greatest strength is in 
the weakness, in daring to feel, and in front of all those people, 
too. And, god knows, it ain't easy wielding your guitar and 
your hair and your heart as a woman in music. Some shouted 
and others whispered, afraid to second-guess themselves. 
Chan Marshall was a whisperer, heart in mouth, hair over face. 
Imagine if Billie Holiday was born, like Marshall, in 1972, and 
grew up in the experimental music scene of Nineties New York. 
Imagine Billie Holiday slumped smacked-out over a guitar, 
faltering into the mike. Fortunately, though, Billie was born in 
the days when they knew how to treat a lady, and a lady's voice, 
and a beautiful song: and Marshall's Dirty Delta Blues Band 
boys are finally showing the respect and chivalry that Cat Power 
needed all along, and nowjust listen to her shine, singing from 
the belly, singing into the very belly of the song. 

She's emoting, oh, yes - but this time it's with the authority 
of the great chanteuses, with the wisdom of a grande dame, 
with the defiance of the diva survivor. You can imagine her 
throwing her head back and flicking her hair out of her eyes 
and mouth, leaving the mic clear for the song to flow into. Cat 
Power gets more powerful with every record; it's been a long 
climb, by all accounts, but Jukebox kicks ass. Who'd have 
thought that Cat Power could ever kick ass? Break hearts, sure. 
But kickin' ass is just what she's about these days, turning Billie's 
old victim-lament 'Don't Explain' on its fuddled head with an 
adapted lyric addressed to the errant lover whose turn it is to 
cry, and hipping up Joni Mitchell's Blue in a spooky drug-blues, 
dripping with cynicism and reverb. It's a consummate and 
startling transformation. Then there's 'Song For Bobby', one of 
the album's two originals, a Dylan-inspired, Dylan-inflected love 
song which Dylan himself could have written. 

It's a covers record, but Marshall has made originals of these 
songs - grande dames among songs - and it's no mean feat. 
A good cover stands up to the benchmark of the original; 
a truly great cover sets a new standard by which the original 
will bejudged. Jukebox is an album of brand-new standards, 
and the triumphant emergence of a voice. Nothing less, in fact, 
than greatness. 



Pants Yell! 



Alison Statton (Soft Abuse) 

Pants Yell! fill me with smiles. 

The chirpy Boston/Brooklyn trio's new 
album is a show of adulation to the lovely 
Young Marble Giants front-girl Alison 
Statton - a devotion to bedroom dreaming, 
awkward boys, awkward girls, and moments 
of naivete and shyness. 

Pants Yell! are inscribing their hearts 
onto trees everywhere. And here their mix 
of organs and jittering percussion, slow 
infusion of trumpets and fey, rounded vocals 
are gentle and plaintive, delivered with nail- 
bitten modesty. 

Lyrics are snapshots of unremarkable 
moments, disaffected pocket anthems, 



wistful regrets and disappointments. 
Instruments are casual and incidental: horns, 
glockenspiel, and organs fall in and out 
of songs, as if culminating all by chance 
encounter, perfectly timed to glorious 
pop perfection. 

It's an album for the end of the day, for 
late nights, for worn-down, weary hearts. 
Unassuming and delightful. 
Emily Graham 



Steingarten Remixes (-scape) 

Refried electronic dub'n'glitchscapes lurch 
frequently into minimalist techno of various 
levels of post-Basic Channel sub-bass boom. 
Best of the sometimes blurrily amorphous 



selection are Gudrun Gut's delay-drenched 
malarial vocal infection with added human 
warmth; loping beat-enhancing workouts 
from Frivolous, Peverelistand Deadbeat; 
and Shackleton's mightily weighty slab 
ofdubstepification. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Brian Reitzell 



30 Days Of Night OST (Ipecac) 

Alaskan vampires. A concept that's simple 
to the point of genius. Of course nocturnal 
bloodsuckers would congregate where 
the sun don't shine - none of those pesky, 
fast-dessicating dawns to wipe you out with 
the swish of a curtain, y'see.This is the first 
full film score by Brian Reitzell, previously 



loved for fusing his composition and 
compilation skills for The Virgin Suicides 
and Lost In Translation. 

As is de rigeurfor horror soundtracks, 
we're talking industrial assaults, tinnitus 
screeches, morgue choirs, diode thrums, 
and general signifiers of encroaching 
doom - grimly effective, but perhaps too 
in thrall to visual context to maintain interest 
alone. More thrilling than the sounds 
themselves are the processes by which 
Reitzell made them - donning body armour 
and spinning mallets fixed on a high-speed 
pottery wheel. 

Surely far more dangerous than dwelling 
among the undead. 
Matt Evans 
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r my stylus: aidan moff 

Arvo Part 

Alina (ECM) 

"A friend recently 

suggested that I listen to 

Arvo Part's compositions 

so I invested in a few 

recordings as I can always 
trust his opinion. The one that moved me most 
wasthe Alina album on ECM. The first track, 
version one of 'Spiegel Im Spiegel', is 
indescribably lovely. It's 10 minutes of fragile, heart-rending and 
plaintive piano and violin. Not a great deal happens but it forces you 
to pause for thought and creates a little window of grace and beauty 
in your day, like only the best music can do." 



Black Habit (Paw Tracks) 

First there was First Nation. Then there was 
First Nation recording an album called Rings. 
Then there was First Nation, who, with the 
addition of Abby Portner — sister of Animal 
Collective's Dave Portner- changed their 
name to Rings. Then there was Rings, 
who recorded an album called Black Habit, 
in which circling out-of-phase guitar 
mutterings drop pinpricks throughout 
harmonies that skate across the heavens 
with elegance, and drop back to earth to 
a pounded, tribal rhythm. 'Is He Handsome' 
sounds like Electrelane serenading an orgy 
of parrots and asthmatic dogs, while album 
highlight 'Tone Poem' harnesses power 
through a discourse of blame: "I know 
why! ? Don 't know why? But he knows. . . " 

Through it all, though, runs common 
themes: of freedom, hope, and a longing for 
emotional clarity. "I cannot wake from this 
dream/I want to run, I want to leave. " 

With these Rings, I take thee. 
Ben Webster 



Omar Rodriguez and Lydia 
Lunch 



Omar Rodriguez and Lydia Lunch 
(Willy Anderson) 

Making sense in the worlds of Omar and 
Lydia stems from spun brass and electroid 
splinters. Far from alienating the listener, 
however, they welcome them to their self- 
absorption, to spoken word soliloquy over 
strung-out bleeps, progressive rock spooned 
from a two-bodied genre-creature I might 
call space-jazz, if I knew what that was. 
They are quite maddening on sleep- 
deprived tube trips (I managed two tracks), 
but you, dear muso, will do well to listen 
wisely from the floorboards of your bedroom, 
horizontal and looking up at those star 
transfers you have on your ceiling, with 
something to smoke and an encyclopaedia 
of the occult by your side. For some 
inexplicable reason, it also reminds me 
of David Bowie in Labyrinth. 
Hannah Gregory 



Shit And Shine 



Cherry (Riot Season) 

At Supersonic's metal-themed festival last 
summer, Shit And Shine played with the 
default language of the event from the 
word go. Umpteen drummers and two 
bassists beating a super-slow dirge, atop 
which female vocals built to weird, wailed 
climaxes - Sunn 0))), with their dead, dry- 
ice tropes, soporific build-up and super 
loud PA, were phallocentric in comparison. 
It was a bit like allowing Albert Oehlen to 



hang a couple of things at a Casper David 
Friedrich retrospective. 

So, my expectations for this album were 
high. Cherry stretches its experimentation 
over two sides of vinyl. Forgetting the badly- 
placed opening minute of 'Creepy Ballerina', 
'Am I A Nice Guy?' pits a noir-ish narrative 
over a clanking instrumental, while 'Charm 
And Counter Charm' is funkier, recalling A 
Certain Ratio and Eighties back-brain jazz. 
'Prize Winning' hangs a fucked up tremolo 
vocal over the multiple drumming - like a 
stoner version of Bahia Black's rhythm 
section, whose work forms the core sample 
forThird Eye Foundation's A Galaxy Of Scars. 

The two central vortexes of Cherry 
though, are 'High Brooms' and 'The Rabbit 
Song' - lengthy excursions into drone. 
It's wonderful, although you feel the next 
step is for Shit And Shine to mould the 
strange shapes they have found in a more 
focused way. 
Steve Hanson 



Sons And Daughters 



This Gift (Domino) 

From the jagged, dalek-like riffs of the 

opening track, 'Gilt Complex', it's clear 
that the Scottish quartet have returned 
with a feisty, corrugated album that lives 
up to its title in spades. What's also clear is 
that Adele Bethel has rarely been in better 
voice. Whether crowbar-cool and arch ('Split 
Lips'), or rusted and raucous as on the wolf- 
howlin' title track itself, she's in ultimate 
control of not just the dynamics but the 
tone of delivery. 

The songs themselves are a kind of 
peculiarly compelling gothic-tinged garage 
pop, although the band can be cheeky too - 
check out the Britpop-baiting intro to the 
excellent 'Rebel With The Ghost' or the 
half-inched guitar riff of 'Darling', a kind 
of looking-glass 'Paint It Black'. 

All of which makes for an album of 
admirable songwriting: maturity married, 
or bastardised, with ecstatically wicked- 
eyed energy that jumps and jitters from the 
speakers to exterminate all in its path. 
Fucking great. 
Joe Shooman 



These New Puritans 



Beat Pyramid (Angular) 

Watch this get compared to the Klaxons 
repeatedly. It's a fair comparison, because 
it sounds like them, clean and faux cheap. 
It shouldn't, given that 2006 's 'Now Pluvial' 
EP was like the manifesto of a thrilling, angry 
nu-Fall. You can hearthe echoes of that 
perfect dissonance occasionally here, but 
the production doesTNPs a disservice. 



The EP, a series of arty YouTube videos 
and the live show are mean, terse and 
impenetrable. This is as open as a field. 
Guitars, formerly a minor colourful addition, 
are everywhere. Singer Jack Barnett is front 
and centre, bratty and weak. Later they let 
their guard down, like a pretentious kid at a 
party getting drunk and blurting out uncool 
stuff. 'Costume' wobbles like a broken, better 
Bloc Party, but it's too little, too late. They've 
joined the expanding British indie club of 
releasing exciting singles, then a passable 
but neutered album. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Ankstmusik: Radio Crymi Playlist Vol 2 
1 998-2008 (Ankstmusik) 

The last time I returned to my tiny ancestral 
town, I visited the newsagents early enough 
to witness two ladies putting together 
the papers. A copy of Le Monde flashed 
past. "What does that say? " one woman 
asked. "Dunno," the other replied, heavy 
with dialect. "It's in foreign." This kind 
of Weltanschauung, Home Town vs Rest 
Of World (here-be-monsters) produces 
both awful bigotry and wonderful, unique 
cultural artefacts. 

Ankstmusik (neeAnkst) is a bilingual 
label, situated within an international-facing 
Wales, always carefully minding the gap 
between here and there. This compilation 
celebrates a further 1 years of activity. MC 
Mabon's hybrid indie hip-hop is fab. You 
haven't heard the word "motherfucker" 
until you've heard it in Welsh. Then there's 
Rheinallt H Rowlands, a kind of Cymru 
identity politics Johnny Cash, simultaneously 
sinister and crooning. Ectogram are an 
institution of post-Nico kraut-psych, any 
group releasing an album called 'I Can't 
Believe It's Not Reggae' are OK by me. 
Datblygu are a whole other world to be 
discovered, stretching back to the mid- 
Eighties with their wonky, psychedelically 
grey gems. Another decade done, so far, 
da lawn. 

Note: "da iawn" means "very good" in 
Welsh (and is pronounced "die yown"). 
Steve Hanson 



Look Directly Into The Sun: China Pop 
2007 (Invisible China) 

Perhaps the political subtleties of this 
music are lost on us Westerners, but there's 
something deeply troubling about this 
compilation. Disappointingly, there isn't 
a shred of the exoticism of misinterpreted, 
mispronounced oriental Girls In The Garage- 
style rock we would expect from 1 8 unsigned 
bands from Beijing, hand picked by Pigface's 
Martin Atkins. Instead, it seems that the 
Chinese are now doing what Americans have 
been doing for years - Capitalism, a virtual 
culture industry, goth-y punk, whatever- 
and making it slicker. 

Nineties American grunge rock replaced 
the nihilistic 'no one' of Seventies punk with 
the liberal 'me me me'. Look Directly Into The 
Sun takes this logic further by reproducing 
the same without the core liberties originally 
imagined by American precedents. Songs 
about fun, freedom, self-empowerment 
and disrespect for authority become empty 
rhetoric, in a country where real democratic 
power would put you in house arrest. All that 
remains is a weakened hyper-individualised 
sphere with no public.This is the sound of 



"One party, one leader, one all mighty 
market", and to be honest, it's a bit scary. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



One Nation Under A Grave: Mixed By 
AndyVotel (Fat City) 

Our Andy is back at it, exhibiting significant 
violation of the eccentric album (and single, 
for that matter) over another mix CD for Fat 
City. Once again, he crams over a 1 00 
snippets of foreign psych, acid garage, ye-ye 
stomp and plenty of other freaked-out bits 
from the exploito fringe of the Sixties and 
Seventies. Once again, these tracks are sped 
up and rammed together in an increasingly 
schizophrenic pastiche, and musically it's 
got that sort of amphetamine twitch that 
you'd expect out of a frantic night of 
countercultural debauchery. 

Votel's got so much ground to cover that 
a groove is never established for too long; 
while it's mixed to computerised perfection, 
the tempo shifts between many tracks hurt 
the flow more than they help. But what 
saves this, and all his mixes, is his innate 
understanding and flashy conflation of the 
exotic, the lurid and the outright ridiculous. 
Doug Mosurock 



Sound Of The Eighth Season (Cocoon) 

Sven Vath's style has changed a lot since 
he became international trance poster-boy 
in the Nineties. His Cocoon night, of all the 
Ibizan big-hitters, is the most committed to 
pushing new, leftfield, and often downright 
weird techno sounds -which is what makes 
it such a hair-raising experience. And this 
latest mix is testament to that. 

The first CD is a seamless tourde force 
taking in all manner of goodies, from Radical 
Majik's sinous, melodic opener 'Dub Rider' 
to the seedy subterranean groove of The 
Amazing's 'Qu'est-ce Que VousVoulez?', 
the satanically bouncy Claude Vonstroke mix 
of Worthy's 'lrst_te?', and the high tension 
of 'Compulsive Disorder' by Fausto Messina 
And Dariush. 

The second disc is patchier, but 
contains gems likeTolga Fida's 'Tanbulistan' 
(psychedelic, disorienting) and Pepe 
Bradock's 'Rhapsody In Pain' (a crazed, 
angry 1 0-headed serpent of a track). 
Robin Wilks 



The Portable Supersound 
(Smalltown Supersound) 

The Portable Supersounds a fine round-up 
of the Norwegian imprint's oeuvre since it's 
been expressing itself through dance.After 
the opening, Cluster-mungous loveliness of 
Arp it kind of whelms for a short time, 
though. Tussle's 'Warning', a standard if 
muscular 99-style moody funk workout, 
isn't their toppermost moment (that'll be 
'Elephants'). But Kieran Hebden's recent 
solid marshalling of Sunburned Hand Of 
The Man has had them resembling a face- 
warped 23 Skidoo, and 'Half Under' is a 
great thigh-bone rattling weirdsville jam. 
Meanwhile, back on the dancefloor, 
the fucked-up frivolity of Mental Overdrive 's 
classic 'Spooks' belies more awesome 
arrangements in its six episodic minutes 
than is surely natural, and Lindstrom's 
epic, elegant 'Contemporary Fix' is 
a choice example of why the man heads 
up a powerful cabal improving upon the 
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Teenage Jesus Records 
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smacky cosmic/ltalo disco-not-disco 
template the hipsters are soiling their 
skinnyfits over these days. 
James Papademetrie 



The Weakerthans 



Reunion Tour (Epitaph) 

Canadian indie punks formed from the 
ashes of Propaghandi, The Weakerthans' 
past couple of albums were able to evoke 
two sensations within me with perfection. 
Left And Leaving came at an age where 
I was feeling heartache for the first time 
ever: " I'm so much colder than I used to be ". 
Reconstruction Site made me feel physically 
cold throughout - and for 40 minutes 
I was transported to a state I'd never been 
to before. 

On Reunion Tour, however, the band 
sound shot through with the dubious 
motivations of reunion tours themselves: 
the music doesn't rouse, the lyrics lack that 
pertinent bite.There are moments - 'Sun In 
An Empty Room', upbeat melancholy akin 
to The Postal Service -butThe Weakerthans 
never were, or needed to be, The Postal 
Service. I wanted this to be one of those 
records I obsessed over every aspect of. . . 
but unfortunately it just doesn't stir. It's like 
when you realise your parents are human. 
Jonathan Falcone 



White, Blue, Yellow 
And Clouds 



Introducing (i and Ear) 

It's a doo-wop album. That took me aback 
somewhat.Think of The Flamingoes, The 
Penguins, Jackie Wilson/Sam Cooke-era soul, 
and you're there. Almost.There are elements 
of modernity but it's not, as I was expecting, 



indie/guitar music with a superficial drizzle 
of doo-wop. Not at all. This lot are strange 
birds, after all. There's a cover of 'God Only 
Knows' which lasts for five minutes and has 
no more words than the title repeated over 
and over. A re-written 'Daydream Believer'. 
First listen, I waited for a knowing smirk 
to crack through. Never came. But there is 
genuine affection. It's unexpected, and then 
winning, mostly because there's such an air 
of unaffected nostalgia, as if they only have 
eyes for diners and bobbysox girls. Like music 
stopped in 1 959. Strange, bright, and quietly 
close to wonderful. 
Ben Hoyle 



Winter Family 



Winter Family (Sub Rosa) 

When a double album starts with the vocalist 
pouring milk into her coffee and from that 
concluding, "lam melting into reality", then 
it's tempting to turn around sharply and 
paddle towards shallower waters. Especially 
when Ruth Rosenthal's English and Hebrew 
intonations are accompanied by Xavier 
Klaine sounding like Hades' lounge act 
on chill piano, doleful harmonium and 
a church organ spilling over with wailing 
souls; when that track's called 'Salting 
Slugs' and is swiftly followed by another 
called 'Auschwitz'. Too much for one 
sitting, indeed. 

Really, each of these distilled essences of 
dreams and abandonment and wonder and 
violence deserves to be savoured sparingly 
and lingeringly, like a bitter after-dinner 
mint or the wearing of crushed velvet robes 
for moonlit sacrifice. Or is it just me who 
does that? 
Abi Bliss 



Tout Seul Dans La Foret En Plein Jour (K) 

I wish I had a press release, I thought, 
spelling out who she is, where these pale 
vocal spirals and brambly guitar strings, bare 
as nocturnal undergrowth, root from. I wish 
I had a translator, I thought, what the words 
mean, freezing the phasing emotions into 
solids that could be weighed and quantified. 
But, of course, as you've guessed, as I 
advanced further, deeper, the need for facts 
sloughed off and I started to like being lost. 
Woelv, otherwise known as profoundly 
gifted illustratrix Genevieve Castree, isn't 
the average singer/songwriter advertising 
their alleged uniqueness via a set of stock 
situations and, frankly, bourgeois concerns, 
nor anything so simplistic as a tour guide or 
curator of her own exhibitionism - she's the 
will o' the wisp that draws you off the path 
and into dark places. That the sparse but 
often exquisite unfurling arrangements and 
sudden gusts of emotion show the magic in 
the shadows rather than dread is testament 
to her spirit, a silver thread. 
kicking_k 



Susumu Yokota 



Love Or Die (Lo) 

What is the purpose of Susumu Yokota? 
What exactly is he up to? For well over 
a decade, he has trotted out a never-ending 
stream of increasingly insipid 'ambient' 
CDs, wrapped in bargain basement 
philosophy and seemingly aimed at 
a generation of trust-funded post-clubbed 
wannabe Bohemians. Yet it's hard to deny, 
his music can be very pretty. 

Love Or Die is struck from an early 
Nineties Artificial Intelligence seam, plenty 



of burbling electronics and Selected Ambient 
l/l/or/:s pitter-pattering beats. Track titles 
include 'A Heartwarming And Beautiful 
Flower Will Eventually Wither Away And 
Become Dirt' and 'ForThe Other Self Who Is 
Far AwayThat I Can Not Reach', all very 
much taken from the Zen Things To Ponder 
kitchen calendar. It tinkles away in the 
background and it's all very pretty. 

Perhaps this is the perfect music for 
the frazzled 2 1 st Century human, the 
modern equivalent of the cocktail-hour 
lounge piano. 
Euan Andrews 



The Young Republic 



1 2 Tales From Winter City 
(End Of The Road) 

I have a feeling that if The Young Republic 
were an indie band they'd make me feel a bit 
nauseous. In fact I know they would, because 
they'd be Los Campesinos!, the musical 
equivalent of a basket of puppies. In fact, I'm 
drawn to this cutesy octet of chipper young 
country-poppers, because, I think, there's 
something invigorating and maybe even 
subversive about the gusto with which 
they careen into songs that are in essence 
standard-issue tales of woe, heartbreak and 
the like. Where he should be staring into the 
bottom of his whiskey glass and other such 
cliches, singer Julian Saporiti appears to be 
getting joyfully shit-faced on his own misery. 
I imagine that wasn't what he intended at 
all, but hey-ho. Factor in the big, bright noise 
whumped out by the band, and I'm feeling 
quite benign about unjaded young musicians 
who are younger than me, and that takes 
a lot of doing. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



brief notes 






AlukTodolo 

Descension 
(Riot Season) 

French black metallers 
AlukTodolo reek and 
reel with a devil-may- 
care attitude to the niceties of rhythm and 
harmony. Descension offers four long format 
delves into experimental sludgerock, where 
single-mindedly repetitive percussion battles 
with wadges of lo-fi distortion and jagged 
scrapyard klang.(RF) 

Simon Breed 

The Smitten King 
Laments (Re-action) 

Barbed and sparse 
songs featuring 
scorpions, golems 
and shit-eating spiders from Mick Harvey- 
endorsed nightcrawler. Reminiscent of an 
acousticTheThe listening to Smog, with 
a twisted turn of phrase and an eye on the 
gold in the gutter. (EA) 

Brigyn 

Ailgylchu 
(Gwynfryn Cyf) 

The title translates as 
'Second Circling' - 
elegantly describing 
these excellent remixes of the Llanrug pair's 
folktronica on an LP that features input from 
currentWelsh manipulators, Drone and 
Pappy, as well as the nearly-legendary Llwybr 
Llaethog.The latter bleepers' name means 
'Milky Way', and Brigyn float and meander 
out there on a regular basis. (JS) 

The British 

Expeditionary 

Force 

Chapter One: A Long 
Way From Home 
(Erased Tapes) 

In which members of My Architects and 
Yourcodenameis: Milo get together and 
realise what they really want to do is follow 
the template set by northern commuter zone 
melancholists, Hood, and consequently offer 
up a wintry chilled fogwashedtronica. (EA) 

The Cancer 
Conspiracy 

(Make My Day) 

Last will and testament 
from now-defunct 
seven-piece post-prog 
outfit from Burlington, Vermont, consisting 
of an eight-part untitled cycle of swiftly 
changing tempos and widdly-noodly guitar. 
Man ! It's probably all about the rings of 
Saturn or something, but it actually sounds 
fairly fantastic. (EA) 

Chain Of 
Command 

Rogue State 
(Dented) 

Most UK hip-hop 
that aims for epic and 
meaningful is a bit hydrogenated cheesy 
Zeppelin. Foreign Beggar's Dented label 
don't do it that way, their artists do it 
Sabbath-heavy, and Chain Of Command 
are no exception. Literally, cos the opener 
samples the titual opener from Sabbath's 
self-titled debut, but also through being 
economically dense in a protein-heavy 
nutritional sense, like curried fish. (RS) 









Adrian Crowley 

Long Distance 
Swimmer (Tin Angel) 

There's a gentle gravity 
about Crowley's fourth 
album, which, as the 
title suggests, distils themes of the sea, 
through a series of alternately poignant 
and hopeful vignettes of acoustica. With 
swirls of strings and percussive pizzicato off- 
setting Crowley's gorgeous baritone in some 
wonderful arrangements, the results are 
often weather-beaten but almost without 
exception excellent. (JS) 

Dimension X 

Dimension X(KML) 

Travel to far-flung and 
terrifying planets via 
Fifties cult sci-fi radio 
show Dimension X. 
Meet questioning almost human robots, 
or be enslaved within Dr Grimshaw's 
sanatorium, cosmic adventures backed by 
the rock/noise/improv trio of David Chalmin, 
Chris Corsano and Zu's Massimo Pupillo. 
I'll say it. Far out. (EA) 

Envy 

Abyssal 
(Rock Action) 

Four track, 25-minute 
EP from Mogwai's label, 
blending post-rock 
shimmer and earnest screamo-metal 
outbursts. Mildly tortured Japanese lyrics, 
compressed and imagistic as haikus ( "A 
thread leads to the smoke of truths ") are 
delivered in a raw-throated scream, giving 
both calm and storm for your money. (DB) 

Fratenn 

Otonanoko 
(Macaroni) 

Doravideo'scut'n'paste 
AV prankster Yoshiyuki 
Ichiraku joins Masaya 
Kojima for a splicing of cutesy pastel kitsch 
and shrieking surf-muzak math-rock. 
Dreamy humming and tinkling glockenspiels 
lurch into circus-tumbler drum rolls in 
baffling but benign fashion. (AB) 

ft (The Shadow 
Government) 

The Black And 
White Album 
(Modern Radio) 

Experimentalismfrom 
America's heart of darkness which fails in 
its dubious 'political' intent- animated by 
conspiracytheory, andthe rum 'Clitorious 
P.I.G. (Female Cop)' - but conjures up an 
audio nightmare-hallucination, like They 
Were Wrong -era Liars invaded by abrasive 
brass, static, dislocated voices, drones and 
batteries of industrial percussion. (DB) 

Geronimo 

Geronimo 
(Three One G) 

The addition of circuit- 
board electronics is 
what makes Geronimo 
truly slay, bass-heavy grinding that's more 
concerned with stops than starts (with some 
guest yelps from David Yow). Unfortunately, 
the LA trio slip into unsuccessful quasi- 
mystic atmospherics ('Spiritwalker') and the 
verboten cyber-metal ('Medicine Man'). (GT) 






Grizzly Bear 

Friend (Warp) 

As if the Bear weren't 
confusing enough, 
some friends and family 
have gone and covered 
them. Chief abomination is CSS turning 
'Knife' into The Stereophonies' 'Dakota', 
and most alluring is Daniel Rossen's 'Deep 
Blue Sea'. Slightly pointless, but fun. (TH) 

House Of 
Brothers 

Deadman(Big 
Scary Monsters) 

Considering that 
Andrew Jackson spent 
three long years in UK screamo sorts The 
Murder of Rosa Luxemburg, Deadman 
couldn't be more of a departure. Sprightly, 
hopeful indie-folk tunes, soaring violins and 
plucky guitar bring to mind fairytales, and 
while plodding rhythms sometimes dampens 
the overall delicateness, crisp piano manages 
to rescue most of what is lost. (NS) 
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^ The IRS 

+ TheWorldlsTheIRS 
(Merciless) 

Gritty, sweaty, 
^_j. 1 unapologetic black and 
■-*** J white urban thug music 

where thug is what you'd assume rather 
than what they are, frustrated self-confessed 
monkeys excorcising spit for relief and 
peanuts. Enlightened commentary and 
tuff beats. Yeah. (RS) 

Jackie-O 
Motherfucker 

Valley Of Fire 
(Textile) 

The lead track is 
psychedelically 
ambivalent, beautifully pitched between hug 
and glower, and hints that vast things are to 
follow.An empowering mantra reinforces 
this impression: "The turbulent vibrations 
within your soul will not subside until you 
give voice to your soul's music". Too right. 
But if, as here, what follows is several tepid 
hill-hippy jamfests, the services of a soul 
doctor may be required. (ME) 

Junkboy 

Three (Enraptured) 

Noodle fat-free, post- 
rock just like those 
McEntire/O'Rourke 
people used to make, 
but prettied up with some beautifully 
harmonies and psychedelic country/folk 
stylings.The 'Volcano Mono' is a luscious 
rolling piano-pastoral opener near-perfect 
enough to almost restore the dreaded 
'mellow' adjective to respectability. (JP) 

I IUI Lovels 

1*1 ...All Mixed Up 
XE (Parlophone) 
B[J Some shiny stars, some 
Al shinyturds. Metronomy 

do a wonderful job of 
funking up 'Spinning And Scratching', pulling 
the threads of the X-Ray Spex-ness of it all 
and spinning a wonderful new yarn. Optimo 
keep the ball rolling, Maps roll over you 
creating neither a stir nor a mess and 
Chicken Lips make you roll under the table, 
fast asleep. (HA) 






Merzbow 

Live Destruction 
At No Fun 2007 
(No Fun Productions) 

Hopefully within my 
lifetime, human beings 
will evolve to be able to actually smell music. 
Then, in my dotage, I can slap on Masami 
Akita's all-out nihilist carnage performance 
at May 2007's No Fun Fest in Brooklyn and 
the unmistakeable whiff of screaming, 
twisted, burning metal will curl softly around 
my nostrils. (EA) 

John Vanderslice 

Emerald City 
(Barsuk) 

He's a musician I've 
been recurrently 
instructed to love; but 
after this, my introduction, am unsure as to 
why. Apart from in the pleasingly-puzzled, 
two-steps-forth, three-steps-back melodies 
and rhythmic patchworks of 'Kookaburra', 
there's little inventiveness to be found, 
either in Vanderslice's mid-range vocals 
or evasive lyrics; neither enflamed nor 
vulnerable. (LS) 

^ 1^ PaulVickers 
■fry ,.|V And The Leg 
9ttjkf" lA Tropical Favourites 

ii u (sl) 

I - ^WNhKI ^ awn Of The Replicants 

^^^^^^^^ frontman- his vocal 
style has been described as "A cross between 
Nick Cave and Billy Corgan", which is harsh, 
don'tyou think? Rather like complimenting 
your partner's nose for its squishiness while 
simultaneously punching it, hard. Rather, 
think Country Teasers, Yeah Yeah Noh, 
Vickers' other band (even if the level of 
intensity does drop rather after the first, 
riveting track). . .smart, sardonic, literate, 
mickey-taking pop. (ET) 

Wild Bee 

Distant Mountain 
(Teenage Jesus) 

Sweet, melodic indie/ 
antifolk starring Steven 
Mertens, formerly of 
Moldy Peaches, and Nathan Brown from 
Adam Green's band. Layers of sound cleanly 
overlay each other, while the presence of 
two drummers create a kind of nodding, 
rolling momentum. This wouldn't go amiss 
on a long car drive. (NS) 

Wildildlife 

Six (Crucial Blast) 

An odd synthesis of 
cranked, skull-splitting 
guitar overload and 
happy faerie sing- 
along suggests the never-gonna-happen 
collaboration between Animal Collective and 
Boris. A disorientating, occasionally thrilling 
listen with the occasional moment of 
spectacular bliss ('Magic Jordan'), and if 
the whole thing hangs together slightly 
oddly, you figure that's a fault Wildildlife 
will soon work out. (LP) 

Brief notes by: Euan Andrews, Hayley 
Avron, Daniel Barrow, Abi Bliss, Matt 
Evans, Richard Fontenoy,Tom Howard, 
Louis Pattison, Joe Shooman, Nancy 
Smallwood, Lauren Strain, George 
Taylor, Everett True 
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Down McCarthy & Bonny Billy Woi Notes" 
limited edition release of the gemo^for 
the fulWength release The letting Go, 
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Featuring Mark Arm and Steve Turner from 
Mud honey. Ifs been almost 8 years.,, but 

Monkeywrench relurn with a new sludio album. 

Released 11 th February. 
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2006 i. hignly successful alburn 

A Bfessina And A Curse". 
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Songdog's best and mosl ambitious 
album. Dork and sinister and beautiful... 
ft heir] songs are by Jums sexy, scory, 
runny, cnsepy, heartbreoMng ond usually 
afways brilliant,/ 1 Uncut 
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British Sea flowerl It's hard to imagine liow 

they could top.lheir previous efforts but 

theyve surpassed themselves and delivered 

Iheir best album to date! 




mi M Mi 

WBTHtfffaiTlftTMTfifJAJff', 

Be) ween folk ballads and 
pocket symphonies basking in 
boreal luminosity, the 12 songs 
of his debut form an album 
bulling wtfh many beautiful 
shapes and colours... 



Tnj Thoughts' QSO return with their best 
^Ibum yetl With Qypntic now Irving in 
itum bio, the row funk of the QSO is 
soufitulfy enhanced with a variety of 
influences and styles. 
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saw she overdue return of one of Ihe 

ive bands in the UK, Fresh frorfl lourin 
3ueens Of The Sione Ape, (he new EF 1 
Ben universally apptaudea and includes 
us 1 !rock live disc and o fold out ourja 
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grooving in the gloom 

Words: Ned Raggett 
Illustration: Gwenola Carriere 



Nigerian funk, New York noise, and the sounds of sci-fi and horror 



Various: The 5000 Fingers Of DrT (Cherry Red/el) 

Enrico Simmonetti and Goblin: Gamma (Cherry Red/el) 

Various: Downtown 81 OST (Recall US) 

Various: Nigeria Special: Modern Highlife Afro-Sounds And Nigerian Blues, 1970-6 (Soundways) 



I should know better. Every time I think everything 
on earth has been reissued, something else comes 
up that hasn't been. I eventually expect to see the 
reissue of the sole song by failed mid-Nineties 
concept glam-goth band Maybelline Messiah, 
'And The Dead Will Rise'. Not that I had anything 
to DO with such a thing... urn, maybe. 

If, however, such a band actually existed, then 
its ex-members might appreciate Cherry Red/el's 
re-release of the soundtrack to the 1 953 demented 
comedy-musical, The 5000 Fingers OfDr T- with 
a screenplay written by none other than Dr Seuss. 
The liner notes play up an influence on folks on Tim 
Burton, David Lynch and Matt Groening - and in 
this case, quite rightly; there's something sweetly 
demented about the music here, the way that the 
opening theme is a cutting edge of 1 953 collage of 
frenetic strings and sugary sweet swells and bizarro 
vibes - it ain't Esquivel, but it's definitely signposting 
a way. The fact that song titles like 'Ten Happy 
Fingers' would be misconstrued by some people 
these days is our age's failing, not theirs. Besides, 
a song that begins "Dream stuff, dream stuff, funny 
little thing about this dream stuff" is all right by 
me - even better is the one with the manfully-sung 
lyric, "Molten lead and chopping blocks and hot 
BOILING oil!" 

Another fine Cherry Red excavation is the 
soundtrack to the mid-Seventies Italian science 
fiction series Gamma, by composer Enrico Simonetti 



and his son's rock band. Said band, it should 
be noted, was the legendary prog-horror outfit 
Goblin, making this one thoroughly weird and 
great combination, all sly funk and general 
wistfulness and good mid-Seventies times. The 
Dario Argento fans might think this is a little calmer 
than most but the point is it's Goblin getting down, 
and not having seen a frame of the series it sounds 
like it's perfect for a sculpted Italian guy from the 
mid-Seventies to wander around a futuristic set 
being a suave mo-fo. The horns and strings on 



Who could hate this 
stuff, unless they're 
dead? 



'Invidia' make for something between StarskyAnd 
Hutch and a relaxed wine commercial, and I'm sure 
that there's got to be a market for that somewhere. 

Looking across the Atlantic, Recall Records 
has re-released Downtown 81 , a soundtrack 
album to the in-all-but-name story of artist Jean- 
Michel Basquiat, a document which has gradually 
transmogrified over time from scene sampler to 
nostalgic look back to neo-post-punk groove 
touchstone. Of course what's always interesting 
is to hear how much of the music wasn't a break 



from the past but a forward-looking continuation - 
Kid Creole's 'K Pasa-Pop I' is a brash disco-salsa 
confection that makes no apology for the decade 
that spawned both, while Suicide's 'Cheree' 
signposts back to a shadowy New York art 
underground that coexisted with punk. Meantime, 
hearing monumental songs like Liquid Liquid's 
'Cavern', one of the bases of hip-hop's imminent 
ascendancy, and DNA's fractured art-punk attack 
'Blonde Redhead' in their original context -one 
right after another at that - confirms that, yes, 
the music really was all that at the time. 

But if there's a killer reissue to kick off the year 
with, no question: Soundway's monumental two 
disc Nigeria Special: Modern Highlife Afro-Sounds 
And Nigerian Blues, 1970-6. Modern African 
music's rich and varied history has been getting long 
overdue appreciation and this is a new highlight. 
The mastering is fantastic given the vinyl sources, 
the packaging's beautiful, the liner notes exhaustive, 
and the music! Who could hate this stuff, unless 
they're dead? Samplers should be going nuts, 
general music fans need to be dancing, whether 
it's due to the raspy deep voiced lead vocal on 
'Ayamma' by the Anambra Beats or the funky as 
hell keyboards kicking off the groove of 'Akula Owu 
Onyeara' by the Funkees or the phased singings 
on 'OmoYen Wu Mi' by Shadow Abraham with 
Mono Mono Friends. 

Get it, go nuts, don't pass go. 
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The Band Of Holy Joy 



LeavesThat Fall In Spring. . . 
(Cherry Red) 

Band-leader Johny Brown had a peculiar 
voice: strained, off-key falsetto like a south 
London cousin of Mekons; and, like the 
Mekons, the south London band often 
used Wurlitzer fairground hum and chatter, 
seasick rhythms, copious amounts of red 
wine and a love for the doomed romanticism 
of Thirties Berlin poets and Jacques Brel - 
plus heart and soul, a lot of their heart and 
soul -to create a catalogue of beguiling, 
gently warming, deliriously trembling 
drunken Deptford dealings: words ripped 
and scavenged from the backpages of 
faded seaside resorts; violins and bulging 
eyes adding texture and grace, ghosts 
stalking Hanway Street and Nettleton Road, 
like vaguely effete cousins of The Pogues 
only subtle, so subtle! 

This collection (gently subtitled 
Seminal Moments 84-04) captures it all so 
beautifully, so wistfully. One for the bedsit 
(Marc) Almond-reared romantics among us, 
the drifters and wastrels and saints. 
Everett True 



The Besnard Lakes 



Volume 1 (Break Glass) 

So here's what the Montreal ensemble did 
before last year's The Besnard Lakes Are The 
DarkHorse.The alien communication intro 
bodes well. Then it morphs into Pink Floyd 
communication and bodes even better. 
Sludgy, like My Morning Jacket put through 
a mangle, psychedelic, like an impromptu 
jam put through a condenser- but with an 
emotive core that reaches beyond misty 
post-rock cliches. 

The Besnard Lakes drag you through the 
past, dark, soulful and wistful. 
HayleyAvron 



Candlemass 



Epicus Doomicus Metallicus (Peaceville) 
Nightfall (Peaceville) 

It seems odd in these times of reverence for 
Black Sabbath that during the Eighties they 
were, by and large, seen as an anachronism 
and their influence fell away to almost 
nothing. Before bands like Cathedral formed 
in the UK to reignite interest in doom, there 
was one band still carrying the torch for the 
originators: Sweden's Candlemass. By 
today's standards 1 986's Epicus Doomicus 
Metal licus\s every bit as gothic and full of 
tri-chord menace as you'd expect but Johan 
Lanquist's bombastic and quasi-operatic 
vocals let the side down slightly. 

Making a much better fist of things on 
1987's Nightfall 'is Messiah Marcolin whose 
vocals, if anything, are even more full blown 
but somehow match the Jim Steinman- 
esque production. While elsewhere people 
were being blown away by Slayer, Carcass 
and Napalm Death it is easy to see 
Candlemass' importance here.They are 
certainly still epicus and doomicus, while 
being undeniably metallicus and markedly 
less preposterous. 
John Doran 



Donnacha Costello 



Colorseries (Minimise) 

A collection of vinyl-only releases from 2004, 
Costello's Colorseries are soulful, passionate 
and every bit deserving of another airing. 
There's a purity and rawness to the tracks 
that draws out their lifeblood: sharp snare 



drums snag on wholesome arpeggios; 
it smacks of desire and the rush that comes 
before the storm. Playful silences cut 
through the monotony, reminding you 
that 'dependable' and 'predictable' just 
don't cut it. 

It gets to be about as 'epic' as techno 
can get, without biting the arse of trance, 
then slides back down to the realm of 
subtlety. As the drums echo and fade, synths 
descend and rebound around them, you can 
feel the walls of the club closing in on you, 
the condensation of perspiration dripping 
down on you, co-ordination surrendered, 
hands on the ceiling. Listening to the 
Colorseries, back to back, is like the sound 
of the sun setting and rising 1 00 times in an 
evening. 
HayleyAvron 



Aretha Franklin 



Rare And Unreleased Recordings... 
(Rhino) 

Urn. Let's give this two-CD compilation of 
demos, outtakes, alternate versions its full 
name - Rare And Unreleased Recordings 
From The Golden Reign Of The Queen Of Soul 

- and take a moment to bask in its glory. Oh 
yeah. Nice. We could add an 'undisputed' in 
there somewhere, and add the proviso that 

- much as we dig the fully-fleshed chart 
versions of songs like 'Dr Feelgood', 'You're 
All I Need To Get By', 'Rock Steady' etal- 
hearing these rough, unfinished takes makes 
those who love Aretha's otherworldly gospel 
scream and voice love it even more: raw, 
stripped of the gloss, the distortion and 
human frailties giving the entire 35-song 
collection a marvellously'live' feel, especially 
when matched to soulful Aretha Arrives 
outtakes such as 'It Was You' confessional 
'The Letter', and anything associated with 

1 97 1's sensational Young, Gifted And Black. 
Everywhere I look, this has five star reviews. 
Five stars? At the very least. 

This is soul music as pure emotion. 
Everett True 



Red State (Upset The Rhythm) 

I don't know what Gowns are looking for, 
and I'm not convinced that they know either. 
Like many before them, they're cast as 
sinners prostrate before the altar of music, 
hoping salvation can be found by enacting 
an epiphany of feedback, in folkish chanted 
devotions and drums that speak in tongues, 
and baptism with the pure, unforgiving tones 
of church organ. It's a battle set in the South 
Dakota badlands, between despair and 
disgust at the outside world and what seeps 
between your own psychic cracks, turning 
the resonant drone of the universe into a 
strangled grimace. Because like all good 
sinners, Gowns love confession, Erika 
Anderson and Ezra Buchla whispering 
through the speaker cloth of their days on, 
"Merezine and ephedrine and benadryl/ 
Dramamine and ketamine" , until, "You 
could see the dust fall like sparkles in the 
air". Enjoy their self-abasement now, before 
they find a particularly nutty church to join. 
Abi Bliss 



Neutral Milk Hotel 



On Avery Island (Fire) 

In 1 998 1 was in perhaps the most voracious 
musical phase of my life. I'd just discovered 
indie rock and it was flicking off-and-on all 
of the switches in my head. (Five years later 





Tony Allen 

Afro Disco Beat (Vampi Soul) 

Tony Allen was the gently dextrous rhythmic foil to Fela 
Kuti's leonine, confrontational bandleader throughout the 
Afrobeat explosion of the Seventies. His nimble drumming 
is a wonder of pacing and patterning, intricate pitter- 
patters gathering weight and depth, rolling like trains and waves. This two- 
CD set collates his four solo albums from the Seventies, recorded with Fela's 
Afrika 70 and Allen's own band The Afro Messengers, and if you're done 
with collecting Fela -and even if you just need a breather, 'cause there's quite 
a lot - it should be next on your list. 

1 975's Jealousy leaps straight in there with the Afrika 70's trademark 
punchy horns, only to drop drown into a drum solo, a shuffling, loosely tense 
beat gradually embroidered with little licks of guitar, keys and horns until 
you hit the title track's celebratory refrain. Disc one's highlight, though, is 
Progress/ Afro Disco Beat (1 976), two tracks that tick every Afrobeat box with 
euphoric, nonchalant accuracy, marshalling together clicking, restless drums, 
call-and-response horn riffs, flickers of organ, irresistible breakdowns and a 
bit too much sax. 

Disc two forefronts the vocals in 'No Accommodation For Lagos', with 
Allen's gentle voice backed by massed singers, while the moody, breezy funk 
of 1 979's No Discrimination marks the drummer's first recording with The 
Afro Messengers and makes a feature of his sinuous coolness, almost in 
direct contrast to Fela's more strident style. The title track is super-slinky, 
'Road Safety' brings the dirty synths, the Seventies slide into the Eighties, 
and the mood is quietly hedonistic. 
Frances Morgan 



I'd realise regular ole' radio pop could do the 
same thing.) Amazon.com would say, "If you 
like this, you'll like this. . . " and then I'd boot 
up Napster and download whatever I could 
find. I was 1 6 years old, hungry as hell. Avery 
Islands 'Song Against Sex' was one of 
earliest finds; I was smitten and struck by 
Jeff Magnum's drunk, cranberry voice, by 
the smash and flash of drums. Me and Julian 
agreed to each buy one Neutral Milk Hotel 
CD and then burn a copy for the other. I got 
Aeroplane, he got Avery, and though I got 
the better side of the deal this is the woolier, 
wilder release, the one for when you're 
fucked up and hollowed out, for when you 
need flowering lo-fi folk to fill your head like 
cotton batten. 
Sean Michaels 



Skullf lower 



lllrd Gatekeeper (Crucial Blast) 

Recent and forthcoming reissues of Pure, 
Maurizio Bianchi and Ramleh means it's rich 
pickings for the noise/power electronics fan 
at the moment- particularly serendipitous 
as a good proportion of this stuff's been out 
of print since its first limited run. This 1 992 
album catches Matthew Bower's Skullflower 
project at their grim, grinding best-still on 
the rock map, unlike Bower's other more 
rarefied, ethereal projects like Sunroof!, 
but with an oppressive density and single- 
mindedness comparable to any of the 
darkest and nastiest shit you care to name. 
Drummer Stuart Dennison and bassist 
Anthony DiFranco pick up a riff and slowly, 
methodically drill it deep into the ground. 
Bower's role, meanwhile, is more untethered: 
his guitar playing customarily explores the 
sort of high-end tones and chaotic feedback 
that most only dare close sets with, riffs 
exploding into shrill starbursts or knotty, 
undulating banshee wails that scythe 
through eardrums and poke you right in 
the third eye. 
Louis Pattison 



Disco Not Disco (!K7) 

Not another lost artefact from the New York's 
Ze Records vaults, as the title somewhat 



cheekily implies, but a spirited sort of 
attempt to trace a decade-long lineage from 
the stiff-backboned grooves of Seventies 
post-punk into a bright new decade of Italo 
disco, electric funk and proto-Acid house. 

No one with even the slightest interest in 
this stuff needs another version of 'Contort 
Yourself, but elsewhere the remit walks 
the right line between obscurantist and 
essential. Former 5ow/7c/sjournalist Vivien 
Goldman washes that boy right out of her 
hair on 'Laundrette' (supposedly recorded, 
with help from John Lydon, in downtime at 
a PiL recording session, and you can hear it 
in that dubby bass, those metallic violins). 
Shriekback's 'My Spine IsThe Bassline' fuses 
the warm leatherette body horror of JG 
Ballard's Cras/?with to choppy Pigbag bass 
and white-boy rapping. 

And deeper in, Kazino's 'Binary' and the 
DAF-ish 'Los Ninos Del Parque' by Liasons 
Dangereuses see dormant electronics warm 
up and grip hard, machine hedonism that 
sears the skin and belches smoke as if aware 
of its built-in obsolescence. 
Louis Pattison 



Rarities From The Bob Hite Vaults 
(Sub Rosa) 

How you get through the day, I don't know. 
For me, it's the blues. Don't know why. Don't 
care. This album's a collection of Fifties blues 
and boogie taken from Bob Hite's 78rpm 
collection. There are names on here as big 
as Etta James and Otis Rush, as obscure 
as Eddie Hope and Earl King. There are six 
Elmore James tracks. Christ, I'd love to live in 
a world where everyone knew those names. 
The boogies are the kind of thing you can 
jitterbug and Lindy Hop to, the blues train- 
track rackety, distorted and aching in that 
special way of the early electric blues. Music 
drenched in sweat, from either movement 
or emotion. Music that gives you two options 
- dance it out or drink it down. Special 
mention: Pete Johnson's 'Death Ray Boogie'. 
Nothing but hyperactive stride piano for 
three minutes, and it's breathtaking. Ah, 
if such things still were. 
Ben Hoyle 
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a place in the sun 

Words: Lauren Strain 

Illustration: Ryan Peltier 

Marine Girls 

Lazy Ways/Beach Party (Cherry Red) 

The years 1 980 to 1 983: two girls from 
Hertfordshire, then four, then three, combine 
their fancies and complaints into song. They record 
on to cassette, move away, find love, form new 
bands (lead vocalist Tracey Thorn and boyfriend 
Ben Watt become Everything But The Girl; the 
two sisters, Alice and Jane Fox, admirably anoint 
their project as Grab Grab The Haddock). 

Left in their wake are songs sung about the 
sun behind charcoal clouds, about endings of 
relationships that are more like gradual crumbles: 
about when someone makes the decision to stop 
looking across the dinner hall, to stop showing 
up at your door. 

These two merged albums bookend a short 
existence. Beach Party (recorded in a garden 
shed) was initially released on Phaze and then 
picked up by Dan Treacy of Television Personalities' 
Whaam ! label in 1 982, while Lazy Ways 
was made even as the group were distancing 
themselves in 1 983, with Tracey Thorn pursuing 
university and romance. 

Belying their titles, both records contain music 
to remember sad summers by, once you're already 
deep into the shrieking cracks of winter wind jack- 
knifing across windows: listen, and you can feel 
the fur of the original tape recordings - barely 
audible, but perceptible in the heart. Guitars 
are ever so slightly detuned, the strings loose 




from the neck, the give between wood and 
air sending tiny burrs rattling away from the 
instrument's body. 

Alongside the girls' interchanging, snoozing 
purrs, these dozing chords compound the overall 
sense of a soft shrug; the trebly, near-sloppy 
guitars of 'Falling Again' nudge elbows and 
exchange questioning, quiet gossip while a solitary, 
salutary woodblock taps out the minutes 'til class 
is over. 

Both are albums of unsent letters - of time 
spent formulating girlish, churlish sentences, 
of editing and re-editing as you lie awake watching 

These are girls 
unconvinced by the 
options available to 
them, wearied by the 
adolescent-thru- 
adulthood routine 

nothing happening on the ceiling. But if I'm 
making this sound all very high school, don't 
get me wrong; each song is bothered from the 
inside by a mellow melancholy and a stubborn, 
independent femininity. You can hear it in the off- 
note, sometimes-lethargic strums, the functional 
knocking of an almost-bored clave - these are girls 
unconvinced by the options available to them, 
wearied by the adolescent-thru-adulthood routine, 
with hearts so used to being broken they're just 
ti red : "Hello Mark, long time no see. . . It was two 



years the other night, and I forgot, " she si ngs on 
'Love To Know'. 

Elsewhere, they veer towards a lack of melody; 
on That Fink, Jazz-Me-Blues Boy', Thorn doesn't 
follow lines so much as sketch around the spaces 
between, colouring quartertones and semitones. 
Eyelashes droop, pupils are languid and sleepy; 
and while theirs is a mostly alluring, absently 
seductive tone, it becomes a little wearing across 
the whole package. 

Perhaps tellingly, the girls are at their most 
hotly languorous on a cover of 1 956 pop standard 
'Fever', where the nasally jangles are replaced 
by twig-like snaps of bass, rattlesnake shakers 
and nervous, regular tics; vocals are collaborative 
and close, revelling in their own relaxed superiority. 

Similarly, 'Second Sight' sets itself apart 
from their customarily moody, fleecy buzz in its 
tentative woodblock and lustrously animated 
guitars -with sniffs and clicks of wooden 
percussion, it sounds like the brushing down 
of an evening jacket, like imagined arms around 
imagined shoulders. 

At their best, Marine Girls were like a last smoke 
before lights out, like a warm body inside the collar 
of a too-big coat. They made music that was 
thoroughly dissatisfied with the perky, masked 
pain of their Sixties predecessors and had morphed 
into full-on minor key disenchantment; music 
that became a precursor for the angry, vitriolic 
bratpacks who would emerge at the decade's 
tail-end. 

These are songs for the intermission: for times 
of uncertainty, city-spread smoke, concrete estates, 
small charms and escapist dreams. 



The Weirdos 



Destroy All Music (Bomp!) 

How is this on Bomp!?! Surely, founder Greg 
Shaw is dead. Hmm. 

Still, it's a fitting legacy: LA's demented, 
primal Weirdos tapped into the same rich 
wellspring of alienated, showy Seventies 
teenage angst (The Stooges, Kim Fowley, 



New York Dolls) that also fuelled their more- 
feted peers Ramones; and although they 
never bettered the clatter and swagger of 
their early recordings -all wonderfully 
collected here, the demos, the 1977 Bomp! 
EP, the 1979 mini-album Who? What? 
When? Where? Why?, the gratuitous swipe 
at rock 'dinosaurs' ELO - there's easily 



enough present that should once and for all 
settle Weirdos' claim to be among the most 
seminal of punk bands. Even if they do recall 
early Damned uncannily (which way does 
that swing?). 

As Billy Childish says, music is down to 
performance, sound and the song: and 
Weirdos recordings such as 'Teenage', 



'Destroy All Music' and the awesomely 
trashy 'Life Of Crime' (produced by Ramones/ 
Voidoids/Blondie/Talking Heads man Craig 
Leon) prove it. 

More invigorating than a warehouse of 
Black Flag recordings, and a zillion times 
sexier, too. 
Everett True 
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downtown diaries 

Words: Stuart Aitken 

Two new guides to the sound and 
vision of the no wave underground 

New York Noise: Art And Music From 
The New York Underground 1978-88 

Paula Court (Soul Jazz Records Publishing) 
No Wave 

Marc Masters (Black Dog Publishing) 

"It was dark, dangerous, exciting. We knew we were creating a brand 
new art scene. We then watched that scene disappear," observes 
Laurie Anderson in the first book from Soul Jazz Records' publishing 
arm. "There weren't boundaries or categories. We all worked on each 
other's pieces and it didn't matter that one was a dance-like thing 
and another was a sculpture-like thing. At one point almost everyone 
I knew was working on an opera. You'd walk down the street and 
everyone would say, 'How's your opera?' I guess opera was just a loose 
way to say 'big indefinable thing'. The definitions came later." 

This sense of raw, youthful experimentation is captured in the 
photographs of this book, which acts as a companion piece to the 
three New York Noise compilation albums already released on Soul 
Jazz. Alongside pictures of pretty much everyone on the scene - 
including artists like Warhol, Jean-Michel Basquiat, Keith Haring and 
Futura 2000 and musicians like Patti Smith, John Cage, Philip Glass, 
AfriKa Bambaataa and even Madonna - are illuminating quotes 
which seek to throw light on the 1 0-year period when poverty and 
urban decay transformed downtown New York, and its numerous 
lofts and vacant industrial units, into a dark, menacing artistic 
wild frontier. As Peter Gordon puts it: "The East Village was poor, 
cockroach-infested and dangerous. The city was broke and filthy. 
Recent state policies had resulted in a large influx of recently released 

'That was the beauty of the time: 
nobody was pretending to be 
happy'- Lydia Lunch 

psychiatric patients, the homeless filled the streets." Sadly, however, 
there is no one to guide us through this journey. This is somewhat odd 
given Soul Jazz's reputation for illuminating liner notesto accompany 
their album releases. Yes, the book looks great, but something is lost 
by the refusal to weave the artists' comments into a narrative. 

Forthiswe must turn to the excellent Black Dog Publishing's latest 
offering, No Wave. Marc Masters starts his tale at May 1978's five- 
day music festival at Artists' Space in Tribeca. Brian Eno was in the 
audience and was inspired to produce the scene-defining No New 
York album featuring tracks from James Chance And The Contortions, 
Teenage Jesus And The Jerks, Mars and DNA. It is mainly these acts 
- and their many offshoots -that Masters focuses on. Through 
interviews, archive material and an incredible array of ephemera, 
Masters weaves a fascinating tale of high jinks among the rubble 
of downtown NYC, portraying a generation of artists inspired and 
repelled by their city, surroundings and their country at large. 
"Nihilistic?" asks Lydia Lunch, "The whole fucking country was 
nihilistic. Where did we come from? The lie of the Summer of Love 
into Charles Manson and the Vietnam War. Where is the positivity? 
I'm supposed to be fucking positive? Fuck you ! That was the beauty 
of the time: nobody was pretending to be happy." For Masters, 
the music that was created was, "A kind of downtown diary, a 
regurgitation of the desperation of the city and the era" - a sense 
which is wonderfully captured in this fantastic document. 

If there is one flaw, though, it is the curious omission of anything 
from Eno himself. The producer's role in the scene is discussed 
throughout with a number of the no wave bands complaining 
about his lack of involvement in the recording process and the 
resulting sound of the finished tracks on No New York. In the final 
section of the book, Kim Gordon concludes: "The previous scene 
had been killed when Eno put out that compilation. It sort of said, 
'Here's what the scene is', and ended it by doing that." Eno doesn't 
come out of the process looking very good. 

It would have been useful to hear what he has to say about those 
crazy days. 



sublime frequency 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 

III lustration: Overture 

From 1 956 to 1 979, the Golha programme transmitted 
1 500 hours of Persian songs and poetry via Tehran's 
national radio station. Now, the Radio Golha archive 
is becoming available online, a digital reminder of 
a music of compassion and transcendence that's way 
olderthanyou 





Lately, I've been transfixed by a transmission I have no desire to stop listening 
to. Crucially, listening, I have no desire, because every desire my heart ever had 
is expressed far clearer than I ever felt it in what I'm hearing. There's something 
about the music on Radio Golha that makes it perhaps the most violent assault 
on your ongoing desensitisation to sound, a reconfiguring of your most 
ingrained listening habits, and a factory-default reset of your expectations 
when you retune to Radio Realworld, like a fallen angel, a wiped-away tear. 

In an age where every radio station is trying to exceed its own expectations/ 
RAJAR predictions, Radio Golha is, by intent and necessity, entirely limited in 
output. It has 200 hours of programming that it broadcasts in rotation. Those 
200 hours are a mere fraction of 1 500 hour-long programmes recorded over 
the course of 23 years, 1 956-1 979, for National Radio in Tehran. The 'Golha' 
('Flowers Of Persian Song and Poetry') broadcasts comprised 1 587 transmissions 
of Persian music and verse, ancient and modern, making use of a repertoire 
of over 250 classical and contemporary Persian poets, and innumerably more 
musicians, singers, orchestras. What you hear in the Golha is a combined effort 
of vision, preservation and innovation that changed the perception of musicians 
and poets in Iran (music was on the brink of illegality before the programme's 
success), and an encyclopedia of traditional Persian music and ideas. Beyond 
that, you get goosebumps, an arched back, the starriest romance, the calmest 
voice, the most cosmic awe. Broadcast from an ex-pat Iranian site in the 
Netherlands, Radio Golha provides a tantalising snapshot of a touchstone 
in Persian culture, a touchstone in danger of disappearing off the map. 

I spoke to Jane Lewisohn, a former SOAS student given a grant by the British 
Library to save the Golha archive from destruction. For her, the programmes are 
an untapped treasure trove imperiled by contemporary indifference in Iran. 

" I've spent 20 years collecting tapes of the Golha broadcasts from private 
collectors in Iran and elsewhere and what always shocks me is how dangerously 
close to vanishing the Golha really were. Private collectors, who taped the shows 
when they were broadcast, die and their kids just junk them. I've still managed 
to retrieve 1 500 hours of original broadcasts. It's been an urgent process. 
Which is odd considering the Golha programmes used to literally stop traffic. 
Every Thursday and Friday night for an hour Iran would grind to a halt so people 
could hear the Golha. It is a shared national memory that could've quite easily, 
in a physical sense, have simply disappeared. That would be a crime. 
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"Iranian music only started using notation in the Twenties. Before then this 
music was purely passed down 'chest to chest' as the Iranians say, heart to heart. 
Some of the music you hear in the Golha is truly ancient, older than ancient 
Greek music - of which none survives. " 

The 1 979 revolution returned the Golha musicians to the same status they 
held before the Golha programmes started. By the 20th Century, musicians 
were denigrated as minstrels, had to use pseudonyms to avoid disgrace in 
everyday life, and developed as musicians under the private, reclusive tutelage 
of elder musicians who had carried the old songs for their whole lifetimes. 

Jane: " Performance in public was unknown, this was a private, court music. 
At one such private party at the Italian Ambassador's house in the early Fifties, 
Davoud Pirnia, the eventual producer of the Golha, hit upon the idea of mixing 
contemporary poetry with this music and modern orchestration, and actually 
bringing this music to the public. The first Golha programmes were extremely 
scholarly, intellectual and highbrow -pretty soon the producers realised the 
incorporation of modern poets and orchestras interpreting the ancient forms 
would be more interesting. We're talking about Fifties Iran here, a nation in 
which public music was banned, in which 85 percent of the population were 
entirely illiterate - so the Golha became something the whole nation enjoyed 
and made time for. It was a sudden supreme flowering of Persian culture." 

So is the music and poetry you can hear in the Golha ancient or modern? 

" Persian classical music, especially because it survived for so many thousands 
of years without notation, hasn't really progressed through key 'works' or key 
composers as such. It's a different notion of music than we have in the West. 
Here we think of music constantly developing new forms - in Persian music, as 
well as the Indian and Afghani classical traditions that grew from it, we have an 
alphabet of music that was laid down milleniaago, mainly by Sufi mystics, and 
then everyone who plays within that musical vocabulary is free to interpret it. 
So it's always an ancient music but it's always totally brand new and unique to 
the person playing within that tradition. Tradition isn't a creative straitjacket 
in Persian music, it's the building blocks from which you can make anything." 

For over 30 years the Golha programmes explored that tradition, committing 
some of the most astonishing music you'll ever hear to tape. After a few hours in 
Golha's company even the snatches of Persian poetry start making total sense - 
the cadences and suggestions are unmistakable, and the way they occasionally 



Tradition isn't a creative 

straitjacket in Persian music, it's 

the building blocks from which 

you can make anything' 



blend with the full-blooded orchestral or solo piano renderings of old Iranian 
music makes what you're hearing blessed with both ancient glamour and post- 
war/pre- revolution grit. These heartstopping intros then give way to a longer 
musical performance within which you might get Sufi setar, a solo ghazal, a 
Santur-backed torch singer or Khamenchi solo firestorm, or a nomadic love poet 
backed by the Golha-orchestra. Sometimes only God is meant to be listening. 
Sometimes only a lover. All of it would be silenced by the '79 revolution. 

Jane: "Because all of the music played on the Golha comes from the Sufi 
tradition of Islam, Khomeni was quick to stop the programmes, and pretty 
much outlaw all forms of musical expression for over a decade. When he finally 
relented to let musicians create again, he gave only 1 2 musicians in the entirety 
of Iran permission to play music - with strict curtailments that they couldn't 
play anything 'provocative'. Inevitably, the love poetry and songwriter tradition 
died a death - female singers, truly amazing voices who had contributed to 
the Golha's most incredible programming, were banned from performance, 
and still to this day women can't perform for mixed audiences in Iran. " 

Would you say that this music is now entirely forgotten in Iran? 

"A very small group of musicians are still playing it, but with a disconnected 
emphasis on technique and abstract academia - that 'chest-to-chest' 
communication between elder and learner has gone. The memory is being 
erased. My final goal is to create an online database of the entire 1 500 hours 
of programming, so people like you, like anyone, can explore this treasure 
trove. That's the dream - it's just sad that it takes people from outside of 
Iran to maintain this, because for Iranians the Golha are part of the national 
bloodstream, these songs are iconic to Persian culture. No one had bothered 
to make sure it wasn't lost forever. " 

If the Iranian revolution was prophetic, then the music contained in the 
Golha archive sadly isn't: I hear very little else from anywhere right now that 
quite matches its mysteries and magic, it's compassion and transcendence. Last 
word to Jane. Historical analysis aside - how does this music make you feel? 

"This music makes me travel. It takes me somewhere inexplicable, incredible 
-it links anyone with a heart to thoughts and longings as old as civilisation itself. 
It's basically one of the most deeply beautiful creations of the last century. It's up 
to the world to listen to it, learn from it and preserve it. " 

www.radiogolha.com 
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generation ex 

Words: Everett True 



Recently re-released on DVD for a new generation of 
malcontents, Slacker's whine has improved with age 



part one: renunciation 

It was 1991. 1 was in Seattle or New York or possibly 
London, although even then I tried to avoid that 
city like a bout of nausea. We were aware the 
film industry was looking for ways into the new 
American twentysomething demographic. Grunge 
was fast becoming an all-encompassing term that 
didn't just mean dirty, scuzzy music with the amps 
turned on full, but also a clothes style (tempered 
by the need for 'layering' in cities such as Chicago 
and Seattle where the cold and rain could be fierce 
indeed), and an attitude (socially disconnected, 
overly educated, barely motivated 'slackers', 
disenchanted with the previous generation the 
way the new generation always is: but further, left 
feeling overly betrayed by the unfulfilled promises 
of the babyboomer generation while simultaneously 
not wanting to do a damn thing about it). We 
trusted the film industry as much as we did 
commercial radio: anything dependent so heavily 
on money is usually a conduit for the enemy. It was 
1 991 , remember? Cameron Crowe's awful Seattle- 
based romcom Singles was only a year away. 

Who the hell was going to be interested in us, 
and our lifestyles? The music press might have been 
going gaga over Sub Pop (and anything else that 




was loud, grungy, wore 
long hairand flannel, 
anddidn'tsuck...um, 
no, scratch that, Melody 
Maker featured Red Hot 
Chili Peppers, Guns 'N 
Roses, Fishbone, Faith 
No More and Pearl Jam 
on its cover in early 
1 992) but this was still pre- Nevermind. No one cared 
for us - hell, we didn't even care for ourselves. 

Years before Seattle resident Matt Groening 
coined his 'underachiever and proud of it' Bart 
Simpson slogan, we were proudly sporting 'Loser' 
T-shirts, saturated with beer and sweat. Like the 
word punk before it (slang for a gay prostitute), 
slacker was an insult, a term of abuse. It was what 



Directionless, anti- 
materialistic, 
apathetic... 



you got called at college if you bunked off lessons. 
It wasn't something to aspire to. . .except. . . 
Except... 

"The 'loser' is the existential hero of the Nineties. 
You have nothing to lose because you're already 
underthe minimum wage. You pay too much in 
taxes, you can never get your head above the 
ground and you live in a shitty apartment. You work 
overtime all week and 
that's still not enough. 
You own a credit card, 
but you're always in 
debt"- Kurt Danielson 
(bassist, Tad). 
Someone 
mentioned a film that 
some kid (Richard 
Linklater-hewas 
actually the same age 
as me, 30) was making 
down in Texas, Slacker. 
It was supposed to be 
gritty, grainy, filmed for 
next-to-nothing (well, 
$23,000- which still 
sounded a lot of money 



to us) with a cast of misfits and social retards, real 
life cos who can afford actors on that budget, 
meandering, flitting between one character and the 
next, the camera never staying with one story for 
more than five minutes, dialogue a succession of 
sardonic putdowns(itwasthe Mad generation after 
all) and jaded one-liners like, Video Interviewer: 
"So did you vote in the recent election?" Hitchhiker 
Awaiting True Call', "Hell no... I've got less 
importantthingstodo",and peppered with 
conspiracy theory nuts and bands playing to five 
people and a pissy bar manager, folk lounging in 
bed too stoned or disinterested to go out, arguing 
over trivialities and important stuff but unable to 
differentiate, missing films and bumming cigarettes, 
hanging out in coffeehouses and bars and shitty 
apartments, the only soundtrack the crackle and 
drone of distant traffic and backfiring cheap cars. . . 
real life, in other words, our generation. 

Directionless, anti-materialistic, apathetic, stuck 
in a succession of dead end jobs cos you can't be 
arsed to look for anything different. . .living the kind 
of freewheeling, privileged life that only Americans 
can get away with, cos if you were any poorer you'd 
be forced to actually tackle life head-on. 

The film sounded interesting, sure. It featured 
Butthole Surfers and Daniel Johnston on the 
soundtrack, long before anyone paid attention to 
Daniel. It was set in Texas, though - and what the 
fuck did that have to do with Tad or Killdozer or 
layering or coffee or cheap heroin or any of the 
signifiers more familiar to someone schooled in the 
Pacific Northwest, New York and Chicago? 

I ignored it. The ass-bitingly funny Clerks was just 
three years away. (I attended Clerks' premiere in 
NYC in the company of Hole/Alice Cooper producer 
Don Fleming and threw popcorn at the head of 
Matador Records boss Gerard Cosloy. A few days 
later, Cosloy and myself had a running street fight 
that was written up in several publications.) 

What did I need with a film that was named after 
my friends' lifestyle? it was bound to be a cheap, 
shoddy cash-in. Wasn't it? Wes Anderson's modern- 
day Catcher In The Rye, Rushmore wouldn't be out 
'til 1 998. (I watched it in Seattle in the company of 
my former 'loser' friends - actually, the accountant 
who saved Sub Pop from insolvency and his editor 
wife - and was aghast when I realised I'd just been 
grooving to The Who.) 

It was only in 1 996, five years after 5/ac/cercame 
out, that I visited its location - Austin, Texas - and 
realised the city was perfect, the same way Seattle 
just wouldn't have been - it was way too populated 
by hipsters, even then. Every state in America has 
a city like Austin (Louisville, Chapel Hill, Olympia) - 
ramshackle, wide streets, low employment but 
a high youth culture nonetheless because of the 
proximity of colleges, passed over by the money- 
makers for its more glamorous bigger neighbours. . . 

part two: appreciation 

Three days ago, I finally got round to watching 
Slacker. Man, I loved it: even the contradictory 
ending with its actual cinematography and scene 
music, even the end credits that listed everyone's 
roles like Grocery Grabber Of Death's Bounty, 
Espresso Czar, Sadistic Comb Game Player, 
Papsmear Pusher (man: you don't want to watch 
that scene on a dodgy stomach) and Budding 
Capitalist Youth... oh wait, especially the end 
credits. . .especially the way the camera would 
follow one character for a while, grow bored and 
join another, especially the vaguely interconnected, 
tiny stories and desultory humour, especially. . .wait. 
How could Daniel Johnston and Butthole Surfers 
have been on the soundtrack? There wasn't a 
soundtrack! Oh well, whatever. 
Nevermind. 

Slacker is out now on Metrodome 



southern lord: within the church 
of thee overlords II 

Words: Frances Morgan 






Plan B and Southern Lord keep it 
bleak and mighty with this month's 
covermount CD, rounding up 1 1 
monsters from the edge of the metal 
universe. Frances Morgan feels the 
chill, sees the light, eats her enemies 

Om 

Unitive Knowledge Of The Godhead 

Om's recent full-length vision quest Pilgrimage is 
the giant stone gryphon at the Southern Lord gates: 
portentous, inarguable, mighty. If this brief excerpt 
from Cisneros and Hakius' neverending story 
doesn't make you take up yr staff and stride the 
sands barefoot towards enlightenment, you're 
a fucking heretic. Begone. 

Weedeater 

God Luck And Good Speed 

There's this layer of ick to Weedeater's initially 
straightforward sludge attack that you might be 
a little too immobilised right now to putyour finger 
on but it's fun trying, as the bass-driven squelch 
slides across the solar plexus like it didn't oughta 
and a nagging, snagging sharpness and sore-throat 
rasp to the vox and guitar stops it getting too 
somnolent. Good times music for wrong 'uns. 

Burning Witch 

History Of Hell 

Proof, if it were needed, of Stephen O'Malley's 
history of f uckage with metal convention, this 
missive from re-released 1998 album Crippled 
Lucifer intrigues, stuns, intermittently eviscerates, 
a churning, abject bastard made for dank walls, cold 
times, bent bones, pulled scabs. Paced like despair, 
with punches of anger flailing suddenly from the 
mix, at times the riffs are this close to fragmentation, 
and so will you be. 

Sunn O))) 

Orakulum 

It's easy to be cynical about how easy it is to impress 
the art world with a big sound, but this extract 
from Oracle, devised for an installation at London's 
Maureen Paley Gallery with sculptor Banks Violette, 
is something else. A deceptively monolithic drone 
conceals whispers of unsettlement that lick around 
the edges of the skull like a barbed tongue, via 
traces of sepulchral vocal and folds of bass that 
both cloak and strangle. 

Wolves In The Throneroom 

Cleansing 

Music for owls and glaciers, pure and hexed, or, 
a BM mini-opera. Act One: pearlescent birch forest, 
moonlight, high-voiced bird-goddesses. Act Two, 
dryads turn cannibal, leaves wither, frost blackens 
the bark and a new ice age begins. Wolves In The 
Throneroom have it all worked out, see. 

Glorior Belli 

Manifesting The Raging Beast 

Monomaniacally dense buzzsaw black metal with 
that mosquito swarm sound totally down, and 
a kind of clenched teeth punk energy that dictates 
Glorior Belli will manifest the darn thing if it kills 
them, and when they do it'll be horned, clawed, 
spined, feathered and quite big. 
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Tangorodim 

Justus Ex Fide Vivit 

Israel's Tangorodim do pissed-up armoured zombie 
black metal, chain-dragging and scatter-fleshed. 
Lock into its sonorous monotony and you'll be 
chopping stuff up in no time. I would totally do 
some cooking to this. Your entrails, perhaps. 
Pan-fried. 

Striborg 

Psychedelic Nightmare 

One man beset by a whole grimoire of oscillating, 
molecular demons, Striborg's aural vision of psychic 
meltdown is basically Fetor and Delia Derbyshire 
soundtracking a Lovecraft novel for radio stations 
heard only by the very disturbed. It's what you heard 
that time you saw a thousand mouths gibbering 
out of the walls. The ones with teeth. And ulcers. 

Burial Chamber Trio 

OnlyVinyl Is Real 

Greg Anderson, Attila Csihar and Oren Ambarchi 
arrive to clear the passages with a throbbing, 
monolithic machine-hum piece that glitches and 
chews as it scoops out an infinite bass pit in the 
heart of the sun. Csihar provides a sort of subliminal 



slave-song until right at the end, when he starts 
barking. Fierce. 

Boris w/Merzbow 

Flower, Sun, Rain 

Never a band to hide their enormous psych-rock 
boner, here's Boris getting naked and becoming 
as one with the elements - one imagines, anyway, 
so wantonly heartfelt and bare-chested is this 
rolling, thrumming bliss-out. Merzbow harshes their 
mellow by poking them with fizzing electrodes and 
refusing to take his coat off, but a compromise is 
reached over some DMT and soon all are spinning 
into sweet infinity. 

Earth 

The Driver 

Earth's horizon-skimming new one, The Bees 
Made Honey In The Lion's Skull, reveals more on 
every listen: clouds parting, truths slowly uncovered, 
warm hands tentatively grasped like new beliefs 
not yet named. This is one of that album's most 
stately cuts, nine generous, unhurried minutes that 
reaffirm with every chime of the central riff. The 
kind of thing that makes you nod your head and 
say shit like, As above, so below. 
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What is the biggest misconception about the 
band? The most over-used adjective(s) about 
your sound? What word never gets used that 
should? What detail is always missed? 

"Well, the biggest misconception about me is that 
I have no sense of humour. The most over-used 
adjective about Neubauten is 'Teutonic'." 

What was the most heinous lie you ever told in 
an interview? Were you caught? Were there 
any repercussions? 

" So many false things were said about us - about 
the equipment, machinery we used on stage, what 
we did on stage, that in the end we just accepted 
them and said, well if you're going to say this, 
then OK." 

What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? What was the 
weirdest experience? 

"The worst is when people do not listen to your 
answer. You put some effort into explaining things 
and then you get the trademark of stupidity as an 
answer. Photoshoots are usually bad. I don't mind 
being photographed as long as I don't have to drive 
two hours to the next junk yard." 



'I have been stalked 
several times, which 
was not the nicest 
thing in the world' 



Do you read your own press releases? Do you 
feel they represent you adequately? Or do you 
feel they misrepresent you inadequately? 

"I have read the press release for this latest album, 
yes. I understand that it has to be done and that I 
will read the same words again and again in various 
reviews. It's cut and paste material for journalists." 

If you were lucky enough to be a music 
magazine editor, who would you feature and 
why? Which band or artist would you put 
on the cover? 

"I would put Neubauten on the cover. If it's a bad 
magazine then I would put Neubauten on the cover, 
if it's a good music magazine then somebody stupid. 
Of which there is no shortage, I am sure. These are 
very strange questions. " 



What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 

"I don't care very much. Actually, I still feel flattered, 
even if bands of whatever talent or whatever 
quality cite us as an influence. I mean, at least 
I get that. I can't pay the rent with records which 
aren't influential." 

Do you ever Google yourself? What's the best/ 
worst/weirdest experience resulting from this? 

"Yes, well, I am even more clever. I have Google 
Alert. Whenever somebody cites me as an influence, 
I know the next day. It's happened now twice 
that I read in some local newspaper that some 
dance company has put some of my pieces to 
choreography and is doing it at the Sydney Opera 
House. I ask the publisher to say hello. " 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

"We made a record of remixes once and we have 
deleted it. We didn't like it. I'm nottalking about 
every second or minute of the album, but as a whole 
we didn't like it." 

Are there any territories where you've never 
had any success? Where? Why d'you think 
this is the case? Where are you biggest, 
geographically? 

"Africa? I don't think I have to elaborate why we're 
not successful in Africa. We haven't played India 
either but we're working on China. Back in the 
Eighties, when we were asked to do so we did not 
want to play in Israel. Later, I actually revised that 
and said that doesn't even make the right kind of 
statement -I would play Israel." 

What product/service/organisation would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? What 
kind of film and/or scene would you most like 
your music to soundtrack? Have you had any 
bad experiences in this sphere? 
"Well, they are using Neubauten music in the 
US right now to advertise a communication network 
and I allowed them to. For money. Nick Cave 
doesn't allow his music to be used in any 
advertising. That is fine and he can do that, but 
Neubauten are by far poorer and cannot allow 
ourselves to have very high morals. " 

Who's the worst (or weirdest) band you ever 
supported? Who was the worst (or weirdest) 
that ever supported you? 

"We supported one band which was The Birthday 
Party in 1 981 and we supported U2 in 1993. We 
were meant to support them for a European tour 
but we were kicked off the tour after the first show 
for rioting in the audience, things thrown onstage. . . 
things thrown offstage. Oh, and one of the things 
was smoking onstage. From then on I will not 
support anyone." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 
a fan has done to impress you? 

"I have been stalked several times, which was 
not the nicest thing in the world. One was quite 
elaborate. That person had rented a room across the 
road so that she was able to look into my windows 
so she knew when I was there and it took her five 
minutes to get to my door and I couldn't figure 
out how she'd done it. She was quite frightening. 
There was a lot of mental destabilisation involved, 
I would say." 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer? 

"I don't know. A good candidate has got to be this 
question... and I think a lot of people think they are 
very clever in answering it like that. " 
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Another month, another reason to subscribe to yr super soaraway Plan B - above and 
beyond the fact we are hellish rad - and this one is what our transatlantic cousins might 
christen a 'doozy' 



The Disco Not Disco series conjured up by much-loved cult label 
Strut not only resurrected memories of a notorious but somewhat 
impenetrable subculture, but opened it up for exploration - and 
bequeathed its name to a genre in the process. 

Unfortunately, Strut folded in 2003, some time after the second 
instalment, and that looked to be the end of that particular story. Say 
it isn't so? OK. It's not so. Strut relaunches in 2008 in association with 
the fine folks at ! K7 - and what better way to celebrate than with a 
third dose of their signature selections free with yr subscription? 

From post-punk New York dancefloors (Konk, Material) to Belgian 
New Beat and some of the earliest Detroit Techno thus far unearthed, 
plus sublimely-judged tangents that join the dots between Japan and 
Leeds. Please note: while you may choose to read Plan B on the toilet 
(we're seeking legal advice) listening to this record in the same 
manner may cause intestinal damage. Time to party like it's 1 981 . . . 

Not another lost artefact from the New York's Ze Records vaults, as 
the title somewhat cheekily implies, but a spirited sort of attempt to 
trace a decade-long lineage from the stiff-backboned grooves of 
Seventies post-punk into a bright new decade ofltalo disco, electric 
funk and proto-Acid house. 

The remit walks the right line between obscurantist and essential. 
Former Sounds journalist Vivien Goldman washes that boy right out 
of her hair on 'Laundrette' (supposedly recorded, with help from 
John Lydon, in downtime at a PiL recording session, and you can hear 
it in that dubby bass, those metallic violins). Shriekback's 'My Spine 
Is The Bassline' fuses warm leatherette body horror ofJG Ballard's 
Crash to choppy Pigbag bass and white-boy rapping. 

- Louis Pattison, Plan B 
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Next month in Plan B (out 4 February) 

Plan B's does February in the estimable company of 
Earth, Crystal Castles, Dan Sartain, Harmonia, Foals, 
Hot Chip, Gowns, Telepathe, Pete And The Pirates. . . 
and a lot more. 




Released 21st January 

on Special Edition CD / CD / LP / Download 

OLE 7932 / OLE 7942 / OLE 7931 / OLE 7946 

ALBUM OF THE MONTH - MOJO 
ALBUM OF THE MONTH - UNCUT 



